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milk’d my thoughts and drained from my heart
the very substance of my accustomed courage ;
it worketh in my head like new wine, so as
must hoop my sconce with iron, lest my head
break, and so I bewray ! my brains. But, I [s
pray thee, first discover me in ld)uu, that I
may be like a lover, and then will I sigh and
die. Take my gun and give me a gown: Cedant
arma togee.3
Epi. Here. »
Tfpluu. Take my sword and_shield and give
me beard-brush and scissors : Bella gerant alii,
tu Pari semper ama.?
.%jpi. Will you be trimm’d, sir ?
ophas. Not yet; for 1 feel a contention [
within me whether I shall frame the bodkin
beard or the bush. But take my pike and give
me pen : Dicere qua puduit, scribere jussit amor.4
i, I will furnish you, sir.
T(});zhas. Now, for my bow and bolts ﬁi‘ve [e
;ne ink and paper, for my smiter a pen-knife ;
or
8calpellum, calami, atramentum, charta, lidelli,
Sint semper studiis arma parula meis.b

JOHN LYLY

Epi. Sir, will you give over wars and play [ '

with that bauble called love ? .
Tophas. Give over wars? No, Epi Militat
omnis amans, et habet sua castra Cupido.®
ipi. Love hate made you very eloquent, but
your face is nothing fair. 3
Tophas. Non formosus erat, sed erat facundus
Ulysses.”
'pi. Nay, I must seck a new master if you
can speak nothing but verses.
To{)luu. Quicquid conabar dicere, versus [e

erat.8 Epi, I feel all Ovid De Arte Amandi lie
as heavy at my heart as a load of logs. Oh,
what a fine, thin hair hath Dipsas! What a

pretty low forehead | What a tall and stately
nose | What little hollow eyes! What great [ss
y lips! How harmless she is, beins
toothless, —her fingers fat and short, adorne:
with long nails like a bittern! In how sweet a
roportion her cheeks hang down to her breasts
ike dugs and her paps to her waist like bags! [
What a low stature she is, and yet whata t
foot she carrieth ! How thrifty must she in
whom there is no waist! How virtuous is she
like to be, over whom no man can be jealous |
Epi. Stay, master, you forget yourself. L]
Tc;)hat. Epi, even as a dish melteth by the
fire. 80 doth my wit increase by love.
Epi. Pithily, and to the purpose ! But what,
begin you to nod ?
oplas. Good Epi, let me take a nap ; for |
as some man may better steal a horse than an-
other look over the hedge, so divers shall be
sleepy when they would fainest take rest.
He sleeps.
1 Disclose.
3 Cicero, De Officiis, 1. 22, 76.
3 Ada from Ovid, Heroides, xvil. 254.
4 Ovid, Her. iv. 10.
8 These lines seem to be Lyly's own.
6 Ovid, Amores, 1. 9. 1.
1 Ovid, Ars Amatoria, il. 123,
*Qvid, Tristia, iv. 10. 26.

1. iii.

Epi. Who ever saw such a woodoock !9 Love
Dipeas! Without doubt all the world will |s
now acoount him valiant, that ventureth on her
whom none durst undertuke. But here cometh
two wags.

Enter DARES and SAMIAS,

Sam. Thy master hath slept his share.

Dar. 1 think he doth it because he would [se
not pay me my board-wages.

Sam. It is a thing most strange : and I think
mine will never return, so that we must both
seek new masters, for we shall never live by
our manners. ]

Epi. If you want masters, join with me and
serve Sir Tophas, who must needs keep more
men, because he is toward marriage.

Sam. What, Epi, where’s thy master ?

Ept. Yonder, sleeping in love.

Dar. Is it possible ?

Epi. He hath taken his thoughts a hole lower,
and saith, seeing it is the fashion of the world,
he will vail }° bonnet to beauty.

Sam. How is he attired ?

Epi. Lovely.

Dar. Whom loveth this amorous knight ?

Epi. Dipeas.

Sam. That ugly creature? Why, she is a
fool, a scold, fut, without fashion, and quite [ue
without favour.

Epi. Tush, you be simple ; my master hath
& good marriage.

ar. Good! As how ?

Epi. Why, in marrying Dipsas he shall E:
have every day twelve dishes of meat to hi
dinner, though there be none but Dipeas with
him : four of flesh, four of fish, four of fruit.

Sam. As how, Epi?

Epi. For flesh these: woodcock, goose, [1e
bittern, and rail.

Dar. Indeed, he shall not miss, if Dipsas be
there.

Epi. For fish these: crab, carp, lump, and
pouting. 18

Sam. Excellent, for of my word she is both
crabbish, lumpish, and carping.

Epi. For fruit these: fritters, medlars, har-

tichokes, and lady-longings. Thus you see he
shall fare like a king, though he be but a [

begmr.
ar. Well, Epi, dine thou with him, for I
had rather fast than see her face. But see, thy
master is asleep; let us have a song to wake
this amorous knight. 135
Epi. Agreed.
8Sam. Content.

Tae Fizst Some.M

Epi. Here snores Tophas,
That amorous ass,
‘Who loves Dipeas,
‘With face so sweet,
Noee and chin meet.

At sight of her each Fury skips
All three. { Anddglnga into her lap their whipa.

9 Simpleton. 10 Take off.
11 The Bong appears first in Blount's edition.
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faith of an unspotted virgin that you only shall
gouess me as a lover, and in spite of malice
ave me for a wife.

Cor. Remove him, Tellus! Yes, Tellus, he
shall be removed, and that so soon as! thou [es
shalt as much commend my diligence as my
force. 1 go.

Tellus., Stay, will yourself attempt it ?

Cor. Ay, Tellus; as I would have none par-
taker of my sweet love, so shall none be [%
partners of my labors. But I pray thee go at
your best leisure, for Cynthia beginneth to rise,
and if she discover our love, we both perish, for
nothing pleaseth her but the fairness of vir-
finity. All things must be not only without [s
ust but without suspicion of lightness.

Tellus. 1 will depart, and go you to Endy-
mion.

Cor. I fly, Tellus, being of all men the most
fortunate. Exit. (100

Tellus. Simple Corsites, I have set thee about
a task, being but a man, that the them-
selves cannot perform, forlittle dost thou know
how heavy his head lies, how hard his fortune ;
but such shifts must women have to deceive (106
men, and under colour of things easy, entreat
that which is impossible ; otherwise we should
be cumb’red with importunities, oaths, sighs,
letters, and all implements of love, which to
one resolved to the contrary are most loath- [110
some. I will in, and laugh with the other ladies
at Corsites’ sweating. Exit.

Scexe 113
[Enter] SaMias and DARES.

Sam. Will thy master never awake ?

Dar. No; I think he sleeps for a wnier. But
how shall we spend the time ? Sir Tophas is so
far in love that he pineth in his bed and cometh
not abroad. [

Sam. Buthere cometh Epi in a pelting chafe.?

[Enter ErrToN.]

Epi. A pox of_all false proverbs, and were a
proverb a page, I would have him Ly the ears |

Sam. y art thon ?

Epi. Why? You know it is said, * The [0
tide tarrieth no man.”

Sam. 1e.

Epi. A monstrous lie; for I was tied two
hours, and tarried for one to unloose me.

Dar. Alas, poor Epil 15

Epi. Poor! No, no, you base-conceited
slaves, ] am a most complete gentleman, al-
though I be in disgrace with Sir Tophas.

Dar. Art thou out with him ?

Epi. Ay, because I cannot get him a lodg- [»
ing with Endymion. He would fain take a nap
for forty or fifty years,

Dar. A short sleep, considering our long life.

Sam. Is he still in love ?

Epi. In love? Why he doth nothing but [
make sonnets,

1 That. 3 Irritable humour.
8 In the Gardens of the Palace.

Sam, Canst thou remember any one of his
poems ?
Epi. Ay, this is one :—
The beggar, Love, that kn not where to lodge,
° Alhuwlthlnmyh:::t,wh:nlll:;t. be

He crept,
lwa'd,nndwmyhnchnbogmtztodco.‘

Sam. That’s a very long verse.

. fﬁl‘ Why, the other was short. The first [s
is called from the thumb to the little finger;
the second from the little finger to the elbow ;
and some he hath made to reach to the crown
of his head, and down again to the sole of his
foot. It is set to the tune of the black [e
Saunce®; ratio est, because Dipsas is a

saint.

Dar. Very wisely. But pray thee, Epi, how
art thou complete ; and be‘: from tily master,
what occupation wilt thou take ? -

Epi. Know, my hearts, I am an absolute
Microcosmus, a petty world of myself: my
library is my head, for I have no other books
but my brains; my wardrobe on my back, for
I have no more apparel than is on my body; [®
mti armory at my fingers’ ends, for I use no
other artillery than my nails ; my treasure in
my purse. Sic omnia mea mecum porto.’

ar,

Epi. Know,8 sirs, my palace is pav'd with (s
grass, and tiled with stars, for Calo tegitur qui
non habet urnam,®— he that hath no house must
lie in the yard.

Sam. A brave resolution | But how wilt thou
spend ﬁﬁ time ? ©

Epi. Not in nni melancholy sort; for mine
exercise 1 will walk horses.

Dar. Too bad !

. Epi. Why, is it not said, * It is good walk-

ing when one hath his horse in his hand " ? [es

" Sa?m. Worse and worse ! But how wilt thon
ve

Epi. By angling. Oh, 'tis a stately occupation
to stand four hours in a cold morning, and to
have his nose bitten with frost before his [
bait be mumbled with a fish.

Dar. A rare attempt! But wilt thou never
travel ?

Epi. Yes, in a western barge, when with a
gooff wind and lusty pugs,l one may go ten [
miles in two days.

Sam. Thou art excellent at thy choice. But
what pastime wilt thou use ? None ?

Epi. Yes, the quickest of all.

Sam. at, dice [o0

Epi. No, when Iam in haste, one-and-twenty
games at chess, to pass a few minutes,

Dar. A life for a little lord, and full of
quickness. .

¢ Move.

§ Black Sanctus, a hymn to Saint Batan.

¢ 80 Baker. Old edd. read No.

1 Qnotodgz C;eoro in Paradoza Stoicorum, i. 1, as
er).






























THE OLD WIVES TALE c.:sto

BY

GEORGE PEELE

[DRANATI S PERSONAE

BACRAPANT.
First Brother, named CALYPHA.
Becond Brother, named THELEA.
—-EuMENIDES.
ExrestUs.
Laxrancus.
Huaxnzsango. -
Corgsus.
Wicerx.
Churchwarden.

W.\ 'aonatg

X! .
Ghoat of Jack.

Enter AxT1C, FROLIC, and FAaxTAsTIC.

Ant. How now, fellow Frolic!! What, all
amort?2 Doth this sadness become thy mad-
ness ? What though we have lost our way in the
woods, yet never ﬁnng the head as though thou
hadst no hope to live till to-morrow ; for [s
Fantastic &ns I will warrant thy life to-night
for twenty in the hundred.

Fro. Antic and Fantastic, as 1 am frolic
franion,® never in all my life was I so dead
slain. What, to lose our way in the wood, [10
without either fire or candle, so uncomfortable !
O celum! O terra! O Maria! O Neptune!

Fan. Why makes thou it so strange, seeing
Cupid hath led our young master to the fair
lady, and she is the only saint that he hath [is
sworn to serve ?

Fro. What resteth, then, but we commit him
to his wench, and each of us take his stand up
in a tree, and sing out our ill fortune to the
tune of ** O man in desperation” ? 2

Ant. Desperately spoken, fellow Frolie, in
the dark ; but seeing it falls out thus, let us
rehearse the old proverb :

“Three merry men, and three merry men,
And three merry men be we ;
I in the wood, and thou on the ground,
And Jack sleeps in the tree.”

Fan. Hush ! a dog in the wood, or a wooden ¢
dog! O comfortable hearing! I had even as lief
the chamberlain of the White Horse had [
called me up to bed.

Fro. Either hath this trotting cur gone out of
his circuit, or else are we near some village,
which should not be far off, for I perceive the

1 Q Franticke.
* Dejocted.

$ A gay fellow.
¢ With a pun on wood, mad.

Friar, Harvest-men, Furies, Fiddlers, &o.
DzLia, sister to CALYPHA and THELRA.
VENELIA, betrothed to ErmsTUs.

g:&""’ } daughters to Lanrriscus.
Hostoss.

AwnTic,

FaoLio.

FawrasTic.

CruxcH, a smith,
Mapes, his wife.]

Enter [CLUNCH] a smith, with a lantern and
candle,

glimmering of a glow-worm, a candle, or a [
cat's eye, my life for a halfpenny | In the name
of my own father, be thon ox or ass that
appearest, tell us what thou art.

mith, What am 1? Why, I am Clunch the
smith. What are you? What make you in [e®
my territories at this time of the night ?

Ant, What do we make, dost thou ask ?
Why, we make faces for fear; such as if thy
mortal eyes could behold, would make thee
watell" the long seams of thy side slops,? [
smith,

Fro. And, in faith, sir, unless your hospitali
do relieve us, we are like to wander, withtz
sorrowful heigh-ho, among the owlets and hob-

blins of tﬁe forest. Good Vulean, for [w

upid's sake that hath cozened us all, l)efriend
us as thou mayst ; and command us howsoever,
wheresoever, whensoever, in whatsoever, for
ever and ever.

Smith. Well, masters, it seems to me you [ss
have lost your way in the wood ; in considera~
tion whereof, if you will go with Clunch to his
cottage, you shall have house-roum and a good
fire to sit by, although we have no bedding to
put Iv;on in. . [

All, O blessed smith, O bountiful Clunch |

Smith. For your further entertainment, it

be as it may be, so and so.
A dog barks [within).

Hark !¢ this is Ball my dog. that bids you
all welcome in his own language. Come, take {e
heed for stumbling on the threshold. — Open
door, Madge ; take in guests.

& Long wide trousers.
¢ The acene is now at the cottage.


















GEORGE PEELE

him that can, —
for his lady bright,
himse akuiﬁht,
her love in fight.
, Master Bango, are you [s0
you had best sit down here,
with me.
base cullion! Here is he that
and egress with his
enter at his voluntary, [
no.

of fire; HUANEBANGO
fallelhjt;lmjin.,

that they kissed, and spoiled
00d a two-hand sword as ever
ow goes Corebus in, spite [0

l“uthe Conjurer and [Two
ries].

him into the open fields,
prey to crows and kites:
carried out by the Two Furies.
let hini wander up

and eternal night. [ess
Strifkes CorEBUS blind.
thou slain Huan, a slashing

Corebus of hissight.  Exit.
' hence | — Now have

forgetfulness,

cowmes, she shall not know her
660

like to country-slaves,
, on this enchanted

by another name ;
know herself again,
hath breath’d his last. [ees

Enter DELIA.

take this goad ; here hard
do work and dig for gold :
this, and thou shalt have
Gives her a goad.
Iknow not what you mean. [sm
e hath forgotten to be Delia,
same she should forget ;

name. —
.80 this country calls you,
wench ; they_dig for
Enit. [ss
how
this fair young man !
strangers to their work:
come.

Brothers in their shirts, with
digging.

see where Delia is ! (]

see thee here!

Del. What tell you me of Delia, prating
swains ?
I know no Delia, nor know I what yon mean.
Ply you your work, or else you ’re like to

smart. L]
1 Bro. Why, Delia, know’st thou not thy
brothers here ?

We come from Thessaly to seek thee forth ;
And thou deceiv’st thfself, for thou art Delia.
Del. Yet more of Delia? Then take thi

and smart, [Pricks them with the goa;i
What.h{:)ign?you shifts for to defer your

ur oo
. Work, villains, work ; it is for gold you dig.
oo: this vild!

2 Bro. Peace, brother, peace:
enchanter
Hath ravisht Delia of her senses clean,
And she forgets that she is Delia.
1 Bro. Leave, cruel thou, to hart the
. miserable. — [~
Dig, brother, dig, for she is hard as steel.

Here they dig, and descry a lfyhl [in a glass)

under a little hi
2 Bro. Sta brother; what hast thou
descri
Del. lzlhumy, and touch it not ; 'tis something
that
My lord hath hidden there. .
Covers the light again,
Re-enter SACRAPANT,
Sac. Well said |2 thou plyest these pioners®
well. — 0
Go get you in, you labouring slaves.

| Ezeunt the Two Brothers.]
Come, Berecynthia, let us in likewise,

' And hear the nightingale record her notes.

Exeunt.

Enter ZANTIPPA, the curst daughter, to the Well
lof Life], with a pot in her hand.

Zan. Now for a husband, house, and home:
God send a Eood one or none, I pray God ] [rs
My father hath sent me to the well for the
water of life, and tells me, if I give fair words,
I shall have a husband. But here comes

Enter [CELANTA), the foul wench, to the Well for
water with a pot in her hand.

Celanta, my sweet sister. 1’1l stand by and hear
what she says. ne

Cel. My father hath sent me to the well for
water, and he tells me, if I speak fair, I shall
have a husband, and none of the worst. Well,
though I am black,* I am sure all the world
will not forsake me ; and, as the old proverb fm
is, though I am blncic, I am not the devil,

Zan. Marry-gup with a murrain,® I know
wherefore thou speakest that: but go thy ways
home as wise as thou camest, or 1’1l set thee
home with a wanion.$ ™

Here she strikes her pitcher against her
sister’s, and breaks them both, an:;gtlml exit,

1 Vile. 2 Well done: 3 Diggers. ¢ Ugly.
s Pl.g take you! ¢ With a vengeance. The ori-
ginof phrase is uncertain.
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Eum. Why, so thou shalt, Jack. remember since you paid for the burying of a
[G. of ) J o . Why, then, master, draw your | poor fellow ? y
sword, part your lady, let me have half of [1m0 Eum. Ay, very well, Jack.
her presently. (G. 3/' ] Jack. Then, master, thank that [10ee
Eum. Why, I hope, Jack, thou dost but jest. | good deed for this good turn; and so God be
I promised thee half I got, but not half my | wita youall! Leaps down in the ground.
lmf . Eum. Jack, what, art thou gone ? Then fare-
[5. of ] Jack. But what else, master? [10: well, Jack | —
ave you not gotten her ? Therefore divide her | Come, brothers, and m& beauteous Delia,
straight, for i will have half; there is mo | Erestus, and thy dear Veneli we
remedy. We will to Thessaly with joyful hearts.
Eum. Well, ere 1 will falsify my w«ir:'l unto All. Agreed: we follow thee and Delia.
:ﬁizefl:'e‘i_“?ﬁ:_k" her all. Here, Jack, I'll i | g0y ol [except Frovuic, Fantasric, and
[G. of ] Jack. Nay, neither more nor lees, DGE]. { pny s RIS
master, but even just half Fan. What, mer, asleep P )

Eum. Before I will falsify my faith unto my
friend, I will divide her. Jack, thou shalt [10s
have half,

1 Bro. Be not so cruel unto our sister, gentle
knight.

2 Bro. O, spare fair Delia! She deserves no
death. 1000

Eum. Conteut yourselves ; my word is
to him. — Therefore prepare thyself, De
thou must die.

Del.dThlen farewell, world ! Adieu, Eumeni-

es

EuMENIDES offers to strike, and [the GHOST OF]
JACK stays him.

[G. of ] Jack. Stay, master; it is suffi- 10
cient I have tried your constancy. Do you now

for

Madge. BX the; mass, son, Ptil almost day;
and my windows shut at the cock’s-crow., %

ro. Do you hear, gammer? Methinks this
Wack bore a great sway amongst them.

Madge. O, man, this was the ghost of the
poor man that they kept such a coil to bury;
and that makes him to help the wander- [1m
ivlvlgl knight so much. But come, let us in: we

have a cu? of ale and a toast this morning,
and so depart.

Fan. Then you have made an end of your
tale, gammer ? ™

Madge. Yes, faith : when this was done, I
took a piece of bread and cheese, and came my
way; and so shall you have, too, ‘before lon
to your breakfast. [ m:lu}

1 Separate.

N






36 . ROBERT GREENE Sc.
Erms. A good reason, Ralph. s | purse full of gold, then on Sundays she '1l

P. Edw. 1 tell thee, Lacy, that her sparkling | thee by her side, and you must not say a word.

eyes Now, sir, when she comes into a great [1s

Do lighten forth sweet love's allunnf fire ; press of Ple, for fear of the cutpurse, on a

And 1n her tresses she doth fold the looks sudden she 'll swap thee into her plackerd ;&

Of such as gaze upon her golden hair; » | then, sirrah, being there, you may plead for

Herbashful white, mix'd with the morning'sred,
{:luna doth boast upon her lovely cheeks ;

er front is beauty’s table, where she paints
The glories of her gorgeous excellence ;

Her teeth are shelves of srecions marguerites,!

Richly enclos'd with ruddy coral cliffs. -
ush, Lacy, she is Beauty’s over-match,

If thou survey’st her curious imlger{.*

Lacy. 1 grant, my lord, the damsel is as fair
As simple Suffolk’s homely towns can yield ;
But in the court be quainter dumes than she, ™
Whose faces are enrich’d with honour’s taint,?
‘Whose beauties stand upon the stage of Fame,
And vaunt their trophies in the Courts of Love.

P. Edw. Ah, Ned, but hadst thou watch'd

her as myself,
And seen the secret beauties of the maid,
Their courtly coyness were but foolery.
Erms. “’h{ how watch’d you her, my lord ?
P. Edw. Whenas she swept like Venus
through the house,
And in her :}mpe fast folded u tbonﬁhh.
N 80

pm

Into the milk-house went I with dyle mai

And th}:e're amongst the cream-bowls she did

shine

As Pallas ‘'mongst her princely huswifery.

She turn’d her smock over her lily arms,

And div'd them into milk torun her cheese ;

But. whiter than the milk, her crystal skin,

Checked with lines of azure, made her blush ¢
at art or nature durst bring for compare.

Ermisby. if thou hadst seen, as 1did note it

well,

How Beauty play’d the huswife, how this girl,

Like Lucrece, laid her fingers to the work,

Thou woultillst, with Tarquin, hazard Rome
and a .

To win the lovely maid of Fressingfield.

Ralﬁh. Sirrah Ned, wouldst fain have her ?

P. Edw. Ay, Ralph.

Ralph. Why, Ned. I have laid the plot in [ss
my head ; thou shalt have her already.

P, Edw. I'll give thee a new coat, an learn
me that.

,. Ralph. Why, Sirrah Ned, we "l ride to Ox-
. ford to Friar Bacon, O, heis a bravescholar, [1n
| sirrah ; they say he is a brave necromancer, that
he can make women of devils, and he can juggle
cats into costermongers.
P. Edw. And how then, Ralph ?

Ralph. Marry, sirrah, thou shalt to [1s
him : and because thy father Harry shall not miss
thee, he shall turn me into thee ; and I'll to the
court, and I'll prince it out ; and he shall make
thee either a silken purse full of gold, or else
a fine wrought smock. 10

P. Edw. But how shall I have the maid ?
Ralph. Marry, sirrah, if thou be'st a silken

1 Pearls, 2 Rare appearance. 3 Tint.
¢ Would have made that wowan blush whom art, etc.

| yourself,
Erms. Excellent policiy! a»
P. Edw. But how if 1 be a wrought smock ?
Ralph. Then she’, t thee into her chest
and lay thee into lavemf: , and upon some good
day she'll put theeon ; and at night when you
g0 to bed, then being turned from a smock [1
to a man, you may make up the match.
. Wonderfully wisely counselled, Ralph.
P. Edw. Ralph shall have a new coat.
Rglprl&.ed God Lﬁnnk you when I have it on my

Y o b ed
P. Eiiw. Lacy, the fool hath laid a perfect
ot ;
" For-why 6 our country Margaret is so coy,
And stands 8o much upon her honest points,
That marriage or no market with the maid.
Ermsby, it must be necromantic spells 1
And charms of art that must enchain her love,
Or else shall Edward never win the girl.
Therefore, my wags, we ’'ll horse us in the

morn,
And post to Oxford to this jolly friar : -
Bacon shall by his magic do this deed. [way
War. Content mynﬁ:rd ; and that 's a speedy
To wean these ixeadstmng puppies from the
t

teat. .
P, Edw. I am unknown, not taken for the

prince ;
They only deem us frolic courtiers,
That revel thus among our liege’s game §
Therefore I have devis'd a policy. .
Lacy, Jthou know'st next Friday is Saint

ames’,’

And then the country flocks to Harleston fair ;
Then will the Keeper’s daughter frolic there,
And overshine the troop ofall themaids e
That come to see and to be seen that day.
Haunt thee disguis'd among the country-swains,
Feign thou 'rt a farmer’s son, not far from

thence,
Espy her loves, and who she liketh best ;
Cote® him, and court her, to control? the
clown; -
Say that the courtier tired all in green,
That help’d her handsomely to run her cheese,
And fill'd her father’s lodge with venison,
Commends him, and sends fairings to herself.
Buy something worthy of her parentage, 1%
Not worth her beauty; for, Lacy, then the

fair
Affords no jewel fitting for the maid.
And ;han thou talk’st of me, note if she
ush :
0, then she loves: but if her checks wax pale,
IDisdain it is. Lacy, send how she fares, i3
And spare no time nor cost to win her loves.

8 Placket, alit th a woman's skirt.
¢ Becaure. ¢ Qutstrip.
1 July 25. ® Overmaater.
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Miles. Marry, sir, he'll straight be on your
pick-pack,! to know whether the feminine or
the masculine gender be most wurtlgﬁ.' [

Bacon. Were you not yesterday, ter Bur-
den, at Henley upon the Thames ?

urd. I was ; what then ?
liacon. What book studied
ight ?
mljiurd. 1! none at all ; I read not there a line.

Bacon. Then, docturs, Friar Bacon's art

knows naught.

Clem. What say you to this, Master Burden ?
Doth rl:ie liot touch );n’n: frivol N

urd. 1 passnot o 18 fr1volous speeches, 108

Miles. Nay, Master Burden, my master, ere
he hath done with you, will turn you from a
doctor to a dunce, and shake you so small, that
he will leave no more learning in you than is in
Balaam’s ass. . 10

Bacon. Masters, for that learned Burden's

skill is deep,
And sore he dougt.l of Bacon's cabalism,
I'll show you why he haunts to Henley oft:
Not, doctors, for to taste the f t air,
But there to spend the night in alchemy,
To multiply with secret spells of art ;
"}:hns private steals he learlniilghfrom us all,

0 prove 1y sayings true, I 'll show you straight
The book he keeps at Henley for himself.

Miles. Nay, now my master goes to conjura-
tion, take heed. 120

Bacon. Masters, stand still, fear not, I'll
show you but his k. ere he conjures.
Per omnes deos infernales, Belcephon !

Enter a Woman with a shoulder of mutton on a
spit, and a Devil.

you thereon all
100

Miles. O master, cease your conjuration, or
you spoil all ; for here s a she-devil come [228
with a shoulder of mutton on a spit. You have
marr'd the devil's supper; but no doubt he
thinks our college fare is slender, and so hath
sent you his cook with a shoulder of mutton, to
make it exceed. 130

Hostess. O, where am I, or what's become

of me 3
Bacon. What art thon ?
I!ost]r;sl.l Hostess at Henley, mistress of the
e,

Baron. How camest thou here ?
Iostess. As 1 wasin the kitchen 'mongst the
maids, 128
Spitting the meat *gainst supper for my guests,
A motion® mov'd me to look forth of door:
No sooner had I pried into the yard,
But straight a whirlwind hoisted me from
thence,
And mounted me aloft unto the clouds.
Asin a trance, I thought nor feared naught,
Nor know I where or whither I was ta'en,
Nor where I am nor what these persons he.
Baron. No? Kpnow you not Master Burden ?
Hostess. O, yes, good sir, he is my daily
guest, — 16

1 Pick-a-back, on your shoulders.
2 Care not for. 3 Impulse.

What, Master Burden | ’t was but yesternight
That you and I at Henley play’d at cards.
Burd. I know not what we did. — A pox of
all conjuring friars !
Clem. Now, jolly friar, tell us, is this the
book e

That Burden is so careful to look on ?

Bacon. It s. — But, Burden, tell me now,
Think'st thou that Bacon’s necromantie skill
Cannot ']:erform his head and wall of brass,
When he can fetch thine hostess in such

+

. 1.

Mﬂap?.l 'll warrant you, master, if Master

Burden could conjure as well lﬁyon, he would
to

have his book every night from Henley to study
on at Oxford.

Mason. Burden, »
What, are gon mated 4 by this frolic friar® —
Look how he droops ; his guilty conscience
Drives him to bash,b es his hostess

blush,
Bacon. Well, mistress, for I will not have

You st BB toch
ou to Henley to cheer up your guests s
"Fore supper gin.— Burden, 'bis Ker nsi‘:m;
Say farewell to your hostess 'fore she goes.—

i , away, and set her safe at home.

Hostess. Master Burden, when shall we see
you at Henley ? 1

Exeunt Hostess and Devil.

Burd. The devil take thee and Henley too.

Miles. Master, shall I make a good motion ?

Bacon. What 's that ?

Miles. Marry, sir, now that my hostess is
gone to provide supper. conjure up another [1m»
spirit, and send Doctor Bunien flying after.

Bacon. Thus, rulers of our academic state,
You have seen the friar frame his art by proof ;
And as the college called Brazen-nose
Is under him, and he the master there,

So surely shall this head of brass be fram'd,
And yield forth strange and uncouth apho-

risms,
And hell and Hecate shall fail the friar,
But I will circle England round with brass.
Miles. So be it et nunc et semper, amen. .
Ezxeunt.

[Scene IIL.)6

Enter MARGARET, the fair maid of Fressingfield,
and JoaN; TRomAs, [RICHARD,] and other
Clm;ns; and LAcy disguised tn country ap-
parel.

Thom. By my troth, Margaret, here’s a
weather is able to make 2 man call his father
‘* whoreson’’: if this weather hold, we shall
have hay good cheap, and butter and cheese at
Harleston will bear no price. s

Mar. Thomas, maids when they come to see

the fair
Count not to make a cope 7 for dearth of hay ;
When we have turn'd our butter to the salt,
And set our cheese safely upon the racks,

¢ Cast down.

¢ Harleston Fair.
§ Be abashed. 7 Bargain.
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eombl. One wise man, I think, wonld spring you
P. Edw. Gog’s wounds ! Warren, kill him.

ar. Why, Ned, I think the deV\l be in [es
my llle.th cannot get out my
Erms. Nor Il mine. 'Swounds, N I “think I
am bevm:ht

Miles. A company of scabs! The proudest of

youall draw your weapon, if he can. — (Asid ]
side.,

See how boldly I speak, now my master is by.

V. P.Edw. 1 s{nvom vain ; but {f my sword be

shut
And conj r’d fast by magic in my sheath,
Villain, here is my fist.
Strikes MiLrs a box on the ear.
Miles. O, I beseech you conjure his hands [
too, tlnt he may not lift his arms to his head, for
he is li :ge red |
Ral, strike him ; I 'll warrant thee by
mine honour.
Bacon. What means the Englmh prince to
wrong my man ?
P. Edw. o whom speak’st thou ?
Bacon. To th
P. Edw. Who art thou?
Bacon. Could you not judge when all your
lwordl grew fast,

That Friar Bacon was not far fromhence ?
Edwnrd King Henry'sson and Prince of Wales,
ooi disguis’d cannot conceal thyself.

Ermsby and the Sussex Earl,
l':ha Friar Bacon had but little skill.
Thou com’st in post from merry F ressmg-

Fast-fancied ! to the Keeper's bonny lass,
To mve some succour of the jolly K’l&l‘ ;
I.c; Earl of Lincoln, hn.st thou left
fnr Margaret to allow thy loves; o
But nds are men, an f
War..nNod this is strange ; the friar knoweth;

Erms. Apollo could not utter more than this."
. _w 1 stand amaz’d to hear this jolly

Tell even t.he very secrets of my thoughts —
But, ed Bacon, since thou know’st the

101
Why I did pout so fast from Fressingfield,
Belp at a pinch, that I may have
ve of lovely Ma.rgaret to myself, 104
And, as I am true Prince of Wales, I 'l1 give
Living and lands to strenith thy college state.

War. Good friar, help the prince in this,
doBd Why, servant Ned, will not the friar
it

Were not my sword Tlm-d to my seab-

by conjuration, I would cut off his [1e
mnfnlnm do it by force.
H&a ln faith, my lord, your manhood and
sword is all uhke they are so fast conjured
that we shall never see them.
Erms. Whnt, doctor, in a dump? Tush, help

And dwu :Inlt see how liberal he will prove.
1 Tied by love. 1 Entreat.

and love can baffle lords ;|-
The earl both woos and courts her for himself. |

Bacon. Crave not such actions greater dumps

than these ?
I will, mny lord, stmn out my magic spe)
For this da tK comes the earl to F' reumgﬁelé 19
And ’fore

at night shuts in the day with dark

They 'll be betrotjled each to other fast.

But come with me ; we ’ll to my study straight,

And in a glass prospective I will show

What ’s done tlus ay in merry Fressingfield.
P. Edw. Gra.mercxes, Bacon ; I will quite thy

pain
Bacon But send your train, my lord, into t.be

My scholar ahall go bring them to their inn.
Meanwhile we ’ll see the knavery of the earl.
Edw. Warren, leave me : — and, Ermsby,
take-the ool,

Let him be master, and go revel it, 1%
Till I and Friar Bacon talk awhile.

War. We will, my lord.

Ralph. Fmth,, 'N ed and I’ll lord it out till
thou comest. 1’1l be "Prince of Wales over all

the black-pots$ in Oxford. KEzeunt. [128

- [Scene VI.]¢
FRIAR BAcoN and [PriNcE] EDpwArD go into
the study.®

Bacon Now, frolic Edward, welcome tc my

Here tempers Friar Bacon many toys,
And holds this place his consistory-court,
Wherein the devils plead homage to his words,
Within this glm rospective thou shalt see s
This da: what s done in merry Fressingfield
’Twlxt ovely Peggy and the Lincoln Earl.
dw. Friar, thou glad 'st me. Now
Edward try
How Lacy meaneth to his sovereign lord.
Bacon. Stand there and look directly in the
glass. 10
Enter MARGARET and FRIAR BuNcGaAy.

W'hat sees my lord ?
. Edw. see the Keeper's lovely lass

As bﬁgﬁt&ome‘ as the paramour of Mars,
Onll;y attended b{ a jolly friar.
acon Sit still, and keep the crystal in yonr

Mar But tell me, Friar Bungay, is it true’
That this fair courteous country swain,
Who says his father is a farmer nigh,
Can be {:)rd Lucy. Earl of Lincolnshire?

Bun. Peggy, 'tis true, 't is Lacy for my life, »
Or else mine art and cunning both doth fail,
Left by Prince Edward to procure his loves; ;

For he in green, that holp you run your cheese,
Isls{on to Henry and the Prince of Wales.
ar.

Be what he will, his lure is but for
ust. 8

3 Leathern wine jugs.
¢ Friar Bacon's Cell.
5 This stage-direction shows that the change of scene
took plm only in the minds of the audience.
'.l‘ hi-sunne. Gayley suggests sunne-bright.
" ho

ce does not the following dialogue.
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Burd. A vengeance on the friar for his pains !
But leaving that. let "s hie to Bacon straight,
To see if he will take this task in hand.

Clem. Stay, what rumour is this? The town
is up in a mutiny, What harly-burly is this ?

Enter a Constable, with RALra SimNELL, WAR-
REN, Ermsy. (all three disyuised as before),
and MILEs,

Couns. Nay, masters. if yon were ne'er so
good. you shall hefure the doctors to answer [ss
your misdemeanour.

Burd. What s the matter, fellow ?

Cons. Marry, sir. here 's a company of rufflers,
that. drinking in the tavern, have made a great
brawl, and almost killed the vintner. ©

Miles. Salve, Doctor Burden !

This lubberly lurden.?

11l shap’d and ill-faced.

Disdain’'d and disgraced,

What he tells unto vobis o
Mentitur de nohis.

Burd. Who is the master and chief of this
crew ?

Miles. Ecce asinum mundi
Fugura rotundy. L]
Neat, sheat.” and fine,

Ay brisk as a cup of wine,

Burd, What are you ?

Ralph. 1 am, father doctor, as a man would
say, the bell-wether of this company ; these [ss
are my lords. and I the Priuce af Wales.

Clem. Are you Edward, the king's son ?

Ralph. Sirrah Miles, bring hither the tapster
that dlrew the wine, and. I warrant, when they
sve¢ how souudly I have broke his head, [0
they 'll say 't was done by no less man than a
prince. .

Mason. 1 cannot believe that this is the Prince
of Wales.

War. And why so. sir? L

Mason. For they say the prince is a brave
and A wise gentleman.

War. Why, and think’st thou, doctor, that

he is not 8o ? .
Dar’st thou detract and derogate from him,
Being so lovely and so brave a youth ? 0
Erms. Whose face, shining with many a
sug'red smile,
Bewrays that he is bred of princely race.

Miles. And yet, master doctor,

To speak like a proctor,

Aud tell unto you L
What is veriment and true;

To cease of this quarrel,

Look but on his apparel ;

Then mark but my talis.

He is great Prince of Walis, 0
The chief of onr gregis,

And filius regis:

Then ‘ware what is done

For he is Henry's white # son.

Ralph. Doctors, whose doting night-caps are
not capable of my ingenious digmity, know that
1 am Edwuard Plantagenet, whom if you dis-

t Worthless feliow. = Trim (?) (Cent. Dict.) 3 Darling.

please will make a ship that shall hald all your
colleges, and so carry away the niniversity with
a fair wind to the Banksde in Southwark. [»
— How sayest thou, Ned. Warren, shall I not

do it ?

War. Yes, my good lord ; and, if it please
your lordship, I will gather up all your old
pantofies, and with the cork 4 make you a [
pinnace of five-hundred tom, that shall serve
the turn marvellous well, my lord.

Erms. And I, my lord, will bave pioners to
undermine the town, that the very ens and
orchards be carried away for your summer- [we

walks,
Miles. And 1, with scientia
And great diligentia, R
Vill conjure and charm, & ,V'
To keep you from harm; 3
That utrum horum mavis,
Your very great naris,
Like Barclay's & ship,
From Oxford do ski]il
With colleges and schools,
Full-loaden with fools.
uid dicis ad hoc,
Worshipful Domine Dawcock ?
Clem. Why, hare-brain'd courtiers, are you
drunk or mad,
To taunt us up with such scurrility ?
Deem you us men of buse and light esteem,
To bring us such a fop for Henry’s son? —
Call out the beadles and convey them hence
Straight to Bocardo: ¢ let the roisters lie
Close clapt in bolts, until their wits be tame. e
Erms. Why, shall we to prison. my lord ?
Ralph. What sayest, Miles, shall 1 honour
the prison with my presence ?
Milrs. No.no: out with your blades,
And hamper these jades;
Have a flurt and a crash,
Now play revel-dash,
And teach these sacerdos
That the Bocardos,
Like peasants and elves,
Are meet for themselves.
Mason. To the prison with them, constable.
War. Well, doctors, seeing 1 have sported

me .

With laughing at these mad and merry wags,

Know that Prince Edward is at Brazen-nose, 1%

And this, attired like the Prince of Wales, -

Is Ralfsh. King Heury's only loved fool ;

1, Earl of Sussex. and this sby,

One of the privy-chamber to the king ;

Who, while the prince with Friar Bacon stays,

Huve revell'd it in Oxford as you see. w
Mason. My lord. pardon us, we knew not

what you were:
But courtiers may make greater scapes than

ese.
Wilt please your honour dine with me ?
War. I will, Master doctor, and satisfy s

¢ From the aoles of the slippers.

. erl Lartlets, perhaps rightly, as Greene may have
fntemded Miles to corrupt the name of the author of
The Ship aof Fooles,

¢ The old north gate of Oxford, used as a prison.
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Purest, and only giveth shape to spirits,

‘Then must these f;amonel that haunt that place

Be every way superior to the rest. “
Bml.r{ r not of el tal shapes,

Nor tell I of the concave latitudes,

Notini their essence nor their quality,

But of the spirits that pyromauncy enﬂa. “«

And of the vigour of the geomantic fiends.

I tell thee, , magie haunts the ground,

And those necromantic spells,

That vorlk such shows and wondering in the

world,

Are acted by those antic spirits 50

That Hermes ealletﬁ terree filii.

The ﬁer{.a irits are but transparent shades,

That lig y’fauuheraldswbearnewa;

Bat earthly fiends, clos’d in the lowest deep,

issever mountains, if they be but charg'd, s
Being more Lgrou and massy in their power.

Vaa. Rather these earthly geomantic spirits
Are dull and like the place where they remain ;
For when proud Luciter fell from the heavens,
The spirits and anieh that did sin with him, e
Retain’d their local essence as their faults,

All sub; under Luna’s continent.

They which offended less hang in the fire,
second faults did rest within the air ;

But Lucifer and his proud-hearted fiends [

Were thrown into the centre of the earth,

kl;w less underatandir:igl than the rest,

s baving greater sin and lesser grace.
Therefore such and earthly spirits do serve
For jugglers, witches, and vile sorcerers ; n
Whereas the pyromantic Fenii
Are mighty, swift, and of far-reaching power.
But grant that geomancy hath most force ;
Bungay, to please these mighty potentates
Prove { some instance what thy art can do. =

Bun. I will,

Emp. Now, English Harry, here begins the

game ;
‘We shall see sport between these learned men.
Van. What wilt thou do ?
Bun. Show thee the tree, leav’d with refined
0

gold
‘Whereon the fearful dragon held his seat,
That watch'd the garden call’'d Hesperides,
Subdu’d and won ber conquering Hercules.
Van. Well done

Here BUNGAY conjures, and the tree appears
with the dragon shooting fire.

K. Hen. What say you, royal lordings, to my
friar ? I

Hath he not done a point of cunning skill ?
Van. Each scholar in the necromantic spells
Can do as much as Bangay hath &erform’ .
But as Alcmena’s bastard raz'd this tree,
So will I raise him up as when he liv'd, %
And eause him pull the dragon from his seat,
And tear the branches piecemeal from the root.—
Hereules ! Prods, prodi, Hercules |

HEROULES appears in his liox’s skin.

Her. Quis me vult ?
Van. Jove's bastard son, thou Libyan Her-
Ales, "

Pull off the sprigs from off the Hesperian tree,

As once thou didst to win the golden fruit.
Her. Fiat. Begins to break the branches.
Van. Now, Bungay, if thou canst by magic

¢
The fiend, appearing like great Hercules, 100
From pulling down the branches of the tree,
Then art thou worthy to be counted learned.
Bun. I cannot.
Van. Cease, Hercules, until I give thee

charge.—
Mighty commander of this English isle, 108
Henry, come from the stout Plantagenets,
Bungay is learn’d enough to be a friar;
But to compare with Jaques Vandermast,
Oxford and Cambridge must go seek their cells
To find a man to match him in his art. ne
1 have given non-plus to the Paduans,
‘To them of Sien, Florence, and Bologna,
Rheims, Louvain, and fair Rotterdam,
Frankfort, Lutetia,! and Orleans:
And now must Henry, if he do me right, us
Crown me with laurel, as they all have done.

Enter BACON.

Bacon. All hail to this royal company,
That sit to hear and see this strange dispute ! —
Bungay, how stand’st thou as 1« man amaz'd ?
What, hath the German acted more than

thou ? 120
Van. What art thou that questions thus ?
Bacon. Men call me Bacon.

Van. Lordly thou lookst, as if that thou wert
learn’d ;

?
Thy countenance as if science held her seat
Between the circled archers of thy brows, 18
K. Hen. Now, monarchs, hath the German
found his match. .
Empi Bestir thee, Jaques, take not now the

o,
Lest thou dost lose what foretime thou didst

gain.

Van. Bacon, wilt thou dispute ?

Bacon. No, 1%
Unless he were more learn’d than Vandermast:
For yet, tell me, what hast thou done ?

Van. Rais’d Hercules to ruinate that tree
That Bungay monnted by his magic spells.

Bacon. Set Hercules to work. 138

Van. Now, Hercules, I charge thee to thy ,

task ;
Pull off the golden branches from the root. ;
Her. I dare not. See'st thou not great Bacon ;

ere,
Whose frown doth act more than thy magic

can
Van. By all the thrones, and dominations, 1
Virtues, powers, and mighty hierarchies,
I charge thee to obey to Vandermast.
Her. Bacon, that bridles headstrong Bel-
cephon,
And rules Asmenoth, guider of the north,
Binds me from yielding unto Vandermast. 14
K. Hen. How now, Vandermast! Have you
met with your match ?

1 [. e. Paris. Qq. Lutrech.
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Van. Never before was 't known to Vander

mast
That men held devils in such obedient awe.
Bacon doth more than art, or e ail, 180
Emp. Why, Vandermast, art then over-
come ? —
Bacon, dispute with him, and try his skill.
Bacon. r come not, monarchs, for to hold dis-
pute
With such a novice as is Vandermast ;
1 came to have your royalties to dine
‘With Friar Bacon here in Brazen-nose ;
And, for this German troubles but the place,
And holds this audience with a long suspence,
I’ll send him to his académy hence.— =
Thou Hercules, whom Vandermast did raise,
Transport the German unto Hapsbu struigixt,
That he may learn by travail, "gainst the spring,
ore secret dooms and aphorisis of art.
Vanish the tree, and thou away with him |

Exzit the spirit [of HERCULES] with VANDER-
MAST and the tree.

Emp. “jhy. Bacon, whither dost thou send

)

him 108
Bacon. To Hapsburg ; there your highness at
return
Shall find the German in his study safe.
K. Hen. Bacon, thou hast honour’d England
with thy skill,
And made fair Oxford famous by thine art ;
I will be English Henry to thyself.
Bat tell me, shall we dine with thee to-day ?
Bacon. With me, my lord ; and while I fit
my cheer,
See where Prince Edward comes to welcome
you,
Gracious as the morning-star of heaven.

Exit.

Enter [Prixce] Fpwarp, Lacy, WARREN,
ErMsBy.

Emp. Is this Prince Edward, Henry's royal

son ?
How martial is the figure of his face !
Yet lovely and beset with amorets.1
K. Hen. Ned, where hast thou been ?
P. Edw. At Framlingham, my lord, to try
your bucks
If they could scape the teasers 2 or the toil. 1%
But hearing of these lordly potentates
Landed, and progress'd up to Oxford town,
I posted to give entertain to them:
Chief. to the Almain monareh ; next to him,
And joint with him, Castile and Saxony 8
Are welcome as they may be tothe English court.
Thus for the men: but see, Venus appenrs,
Or one that overmatcheth Venus in her shape !
Sweet Elinor, beauty's high-swelling pride,
Rich nature's glory and her wealth at once, 100
“air of all fairs, welcome to Albion ;
Welcome to me, and welcome to thine own,
If that thou deign’st the welcome from myself.
Elin. Martial  Plantagenet, Henry's high-
minded son,

178

1 Love-kindling looks. 2 Bee note on I. 5.

The mark that Elinor did count her aim,
I 1ik'd thee ‘fore I saw thee: now I love,
Aud 80 as in s0 short a time I may ;
Yet 80 as time shall never break that so,
And therefore so accept of Elinor,

K. of Cast. Fear not, my lord, this coupls

will agree, "

If love may creep into their wanton eyes: —
And therefore, Edward, I accept thee here,

ithout suspence, as my adopted son.

K. Hen. Let me that joy in these consorting

reets,

And glory in these houours done to Ned,.
Yield thanks for all these favours to my son,
And rest a true Plantagenet to all.

Enter MILES with a r‘n(h'and trenchers and
sait.

. .
Miles. Salvete, omnes reges,
That govern your greges
In Saxony and Spain, e

In England and in Almain!

For all this frolic 1abble

Must I cover the table

With trenchers, salt, and cloth ;
And then look for your breth,

Emp. What pleasant fellow is this ?

K. Hen. 'Tis, my lord, Doctor Bacon's poor
scholar, .

Miles }aside.] My master hath made me
sewer 3of these great lords ; and, God knows, [t
I am as serviceable at a table as a sow is under
an apple-tree. 'T is no matter ; their cheer shall
not be great, and therefore what skills where the
salt stand, before or behind ? [Exnit.]

K. of Cast. These scholars know more skill in

axioms, n
How to use quips and sleights of sophistry,
Than for to cover courtly for a king.

Re-enter MILES with a mess of pottage and broth ;
and. after him, BAcox.

Miles. Spill, sir? why, do you think I never
carried twopenny chop d before in my life f —
By vour leave, nobile decus, e
For here comes Doctor Bacon’s pecus,

Being in his full age .
To carry a mess ué. pottage.
Buacon. Lordings, udmire® not if your cheer
be this,
For we must keep our academic fare ;
No riot where philosophy doth reign :
And therefore, Henry, place these
And bid them fall unto their fru,
Emp, Presumptaous friar! ?\"
thou at a king?
What, dost thou taunt us with thy peasants’
"

tentates,
cates.
hat, scoff’st

are,
And give us cates fit for country swains $——
Henry. proceeds this jest of thy consent,
To twit us with % a pittance of such price?
Tellme, and Frederick will notgrieve thee long.
K. Hen, By Henry's honour, and the roysl
faith "
3 A servant who sets the table.
¢ Chopped weat in broth (?) (N. E. D.)
§ Wouder. ¢ Qq. with such. -
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s

GREENE Sc.

B fade the gliss, and end with it the shows
That e nunaney did iufuse the erystal with,
. N Brouks the glass.
Bux. What means learn'd Bacon thus to
broak his plass ! .
Bacva, Ll J..-.-, Bungay, it repents me sore
That ever Bavon meddled in this art.
T'he hours 1 have spent in pyromantic spells,
\ 1o foarful toasing in the fntmt night
“f papers full of neeromantic charms,
{‘_'n urmr- and adjuring devils and fiends,
b 1th stole and alb and strange pel(l}tﬁonon;
ht‘_wl'mt ing of the holy name of y
Aa Nater, Eloim, and Adonai,
Alpha, Manoth, 'and Tetragrammaton, ]
A\ ith praying to the five-fold powers of heaven,
Are ntances that Bacon must be damn'd
or using devils to countervail his God. —
Xet, Bacon, cheer thee, drown not in despair:
Sins have their salves, repentance can do
. .much: 100
Think Merey sits where Justice holds her sent,
Aud from those wounds those bloody Jews did
v . _Divree,
\} hich by thy magic oft did bleed afresh,
From thenen for thee the dew of mercy drops,
I'c wash the wrath of high Jehovah's ire, 16
Aud muke thee as a new-born babe from sin. —
Buagay, I'1l spend the remnant of my life
In pure devotion, praying to my Goc
Thut he would siave what Bacon vainly lost.
FExcunt.

[Scene XIV.]1

Enter MARGARET in nun’s aj')l)'gr'-fl, the Keeper,
her father, and their Friend.

Keeper. Margaret, be not so headstrong in
sthene vnwlu ‘ s .
ury not such beauty in a cell,
('l,'in‘:t l‘.’ngl:lml hath held famous for the hue!
Thy father's hair, like to the silver bloums
That beautify the shrubs of Africa, s
Shall fall bel u}re tlhe dl:ne‘lll time -.;f death,
] fo his lovely Margaret.
n‘}'}:rm A'if.“ father, when the harmony of
heaven . .
Soundeth the measures of a lively faith,
The vain illusions of this flattering world
Seem odious to the thoughts of Margaret.
I loved once, — Lord Lacy was my ll:\'e ;
‘And now I hate myself for that I lov'd,
‘And doted more on him than on my God ;
For this 1 scourgre myself with sharp repents.
But now the touch of such aspiring sins
Tells me all lov':l i; luist baut love, :»f heavens ;
That us’d for love is vanity: .
The "’:r.lltlltZontainn naught but alfnring baits,
Eﬂt fiattery, and inconstant thoughts. [
shun the pricks of death, I leave the world,

4oq yow to meditate on heavenly bliss,

a holy nun,
i and in

el pursa e
'hh""':ll all maids to learn of me
1ok heaven's joy before earth’s vanity.

1 Fromingfield.

Friend. And will you, then, Margaret, be
shorn a nun, and so leave us all ?
Mur. Now farewell world, the engine of all

woe |
Farewell to friends and father! Welcome
Christ ! »

st !
Adieu to dainty robes ! This base attire
Better befits an humble mind to God
Than all the show of rich habiliments.
Love — O love! and, with fond love, farewell
Sweet Lacy, whom [ loved once so dear |
Ever be well, but never in my thoughts,
Lest I offend to think on Lacy’s love:
But even to that, as to the rest, farewell !

Enter Lacy, WARREN, and ErusBy, booted

and spurred.

Laqa Come on, my wags, we're near the
Leeper's ludge.
Here have I oft walk'd in the watery meads, «
And chatted with my lovely Margaret.
War. Sirrah Ned, is not this the Keeper ?
Lacy. T is the same.
Erm. The old lecher hath
ton 2 to him : a nun, my lord.
y. Keeper, how far'st thou? Holla, man,
what cheer
How doth Peggy, thy daughter and my love ?
Keeper. Ah, my lord! O, woe is me
for Peggy !
See where she stands clad in her nun's attire,
Ready for to be shorn in melinf ; »
She leaves the world because she left your love.
0, good my lord. persuade her if you can !
fary. Why, how now, Murgaret! What, a
malcontent ?
A nun? Whart holy father taught you this,
To task yourself to such a tedious life
As die a maid ? *T were injury to me,
To smother up such beauty in a cell.
Mur. Lord Lacy. thinking of thy former miss,
How fond 3 the prime of wanton years were
spent
In love (O, fie upon that fond conceit,
Whose hap and essence hangeth in the eye !),
I leave both love and love's content at once,
Betaking me to Him that i3 true love,
And leaving all the world for love of Him.
Lacy. Whenee, Peggy. comes this metamor-
phosis ? o
What, shorn a nun, and I have from the court
Posted with coursers to convey thee hence
To Windsor, where our marriage shall be kept !
Thy wedding-rubes gre in the tailor's hands.
Come, Pegyry, leave these peremptory vows. =
Mar. Did not my lord resign his interest,
And make divoree "twixt Margaret and him ?
Lacy. 'T was but to try sweet Peggy’s con-
stancy.
But will fair Margaret leave her love and lord ?
Mar. Is not heaven's joy before earth’s fading
E

gotten holy mut-
-

iss,
And life above aweeter than life inlove ?
Lacy. \\;hy. then, Margaret will be shorn a

8 A lewd woman. 3 Foolishly.
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v. ii.

TAMBURLAINE THE GREAT

75

morse
ill never be dispens'd with till our deaths.
erefore, for these our harmleas virgins’ sakes,
Wheose honours and whose lives rely on him,
Let us have hope that their unspotted prayers, so
Their blubbered cheeks, and hearty, humble

moans,
Will melt his fury into some remorse,!

wmyinnovninnorn
Th

And use us like a loving conqueror.
1 Virg. If humble suits or imprecations,3
with tears of ess and blood s

from the heads and hearta of all our sex,
Some made your wives and some your children)
Might have entreated your obdurate breasts
To entertain some care of our securities
Whiles only danger beat upon our walls, %
These more dangerous warrants of our

death
Had never been erected as t.ho{‘be.
Nor you depend on such weak helps as we.
Gov. Weﬁ lovely virgins, think our country’s

care,
gln; love of honour, lg.th h‘)l be inthrall’d X =
‘o foreign powers and rough imperious yokes,

‘Would not with too mueh eowardice or fear,
gefore ‘Bnl::q'i‘ of rescue were denied)

bmit y ves us to servitude.
Therefore in that your safeties and our own,
Your honours, liberties, and lives were weigh'd
In equal care and balance with our own,
Eodure as we the malice of our stars,
The wrath of Tamburlaine, and power of wars ;
Or be the means the overweighing heavens &
Have kept to qualify # thu«ﬁwt extremes,
And bring us pardon in your cheerful looks.

Vig. Then here before the majesty of
eaven

2

And holy patrons of Egyptia,
With kneos and hearts submjssive we entreat s
Grace to our words and pity to our looks
That this device may prove propitious, .
And through the eyes and ears of Tamburlaine
Coavey events of mercy to his heart ;
Grant that these si of victory we yield [
la{ bind the temples of his conquering head,
Tohide the folded furrows of his brows,
And shadow his displeased countenance
With happy looks of ruth and lenity.

ve us, my lord, and loving countrymen; e

t simple virgins may persnade, we will,
. Farewell, sweet virgins, on whose safe

retu
Depends ou“; city, liberty, and lives.

Scexe II.

[Enter] TAMBURLAINE, all in black and very mel-
y, TecRELLES, THERIDAMAS, UsuM-
CASANK, with others.

Tamb. What, are the turtles fray’d 4 out of
their nests
Alas, poor fools | must you be first shall feel
sworn destruction of Damascus

knew my custom ; could they not as well
ve sent ye out when first my milk-white flags, s

1 Pity,

Ezxeunt.

3 Prayers. 8 Moderate. ¢ Frightened.

Through which sweet Mercy threw her gentle

Reflexing 8 them on your disdainful eyes,

As now, when fury and incensed hate

Flings slaughtering terror from my coal-black
1 )

tents,
And tells for truth submission ® comes too late ?
1 Virg. eiost happy King and Emperor of the
eart.
Image of honour and nobility,
For wlwml the powers divine have made the
wo!

r)
And on whose throne the holy Graces sit ;
In whose sweet n is compris’d the sum 18
Of Nature’s skill and heavenly majesty ;
Pity our plights! O pity poor Damascus |
Pity old age, within whose silver hairs

onour reverence evermore have reign’d |
Pity the marriage bed, where many a lord,
In prime and glory of his loving joy,
Embraceth now with tears of ruth and blood
The jealous body of his fearful wife,
Whose cheeks and hearts, so punish’d with con-

ceit

To think thy puissant, never-stayed arm »
Will part their bodies, and prevent their souls
From heavens of comfort yet their age might

bear,

Now wax all pale and withered to the death,
As well for grief our ruthless governor
Hath thus refus’d the mercy of thy hand,
(Whose sceptre angels kiss and furies dread,)
As for their liberties, their loves, or lives!
O then for these, and such as we ourselves,
For us, our infants, and for all our bloods,
That never nourish’d thought against thy rule,
Pity, O pity, sacred Emperor, »
The prostrate servioce of this wretched town,
And take in sign thereof this gilded wreath ;
Whereto each man of rule hath given his hand,
And wish'd, as worthy subjects, happy means
To be investers of thy royal brows «
Even with the true tian diadem !

Tamb. Virgins, in vain ye labour to rrevent
That whicl: mine honour swears shall be per-

orm’d.
Behold my sword | what see you at the point ?
1 Virg. Nothing but fear and fatal steel,

my lord. .

Tamb. Your fearful minds are thick and
misty then; .

For there sits Death, there sits imperious Death

Keeping his circuit? by the slicing edge.

But I am pleas’d you shall not see him there ;

He now is seated on my horsemen’s spears, &

And on their points his fleshless body feeds.

Techelles, straight go charge a few of them _

To charge these dames, and show my servant,

eath,
Sitting in scarlet on their armed spears. =
Virgins. O pity us!
Tamb. Away with them, I say, and show them
Death. They take them away.
I will not spare these proud Egyptians,

s Later edd. emend to Reflezed . . . their.
¢ Early edd. read submissions. 1 Court.
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THE TRAGICAL HISTORY OF DR. FAUSTUS 89

There saw we learned Maro’s! golden tomb,
Tlmhhe cut.‘zuf English mile in l:e,ngt.h.'

a roc stone in one night'sspace ; 18
From thence to Venice, Padua, and the rest,
In one of which a sumptuous temple stands,
That threats the atars with her aspiring top,
Thus hitherto has Faustus spent his time :
But tell me, now, what resting-place is this ?

thou, as erst I did command

%mg_ me vithlin hﬂ‘m walls of Rome ?

. Kaustus, Ve ; because we
will not be unprovided, I have taken up? his
Holiness’ privy-chamber for our use. L

Faust. fbopo his Holiness will bid us welcome.
Meph. Tut, *tis no matter, man, we'll be
bold with his good cheer.
And now, my Faustus, that thou may’st per-
caive
What Rome containeth to delight thee with, =
Know that this city stands upon seven hills
That underprop the groundwork of thesame.
[Just through the midst runs flowing Tiber's

stream, .

winding banks that cut it in two parts:]

the which four stately bridges lean, =

make safe passage to each part of Rome:
i sa'Ponto Angelo

walls such store o?ordnanee are,
cannons, fram'd of carved brass, «
days within one cémplete year;

the gates and high pyramides,
Ceesar brought from Africa.
by the kin, of infernal rule,
Acheron, and the fiery lake ™
I swear

away.
lt.s’; s I know you 'd fain
L]

And of holy Peter’s feast,

Where thon a troop of bald-pate friars,

Whose summum bonum is in belly-cheer.

Faust. Well, I’'m content to compass then

And b.mt.ile ir foll
eir fol

Then e{nrm me,

May be invisible, to do what I please

Unseen of any whilst I stay in e.

[MEPHISTOPHILIS charms him.]

Heﬂi.. So, Faustus, now »
Do what thou wilt, thou ahalt not be discern’d.
8ound a sennet.® Enter the Porx and the CARr-

DINAL of LORRAIN to the banguet, with FRIARS
attending.

Pmd.uuy Lo:;i of Lorrain, wilt please you

'W Near
Faust. Fall to, and the devil choke you an+
you spare |

1Virgil, who reputed
‘r.wu:nrlo:‘:t Naples.

'“AFIP“NIIE*O!II
@fferent from a flourish.”

make us merriment. L]
ephistophilis,] that I

a magician in the Middle

on the trumpet or cornet,
ares.) p:n.

Pope. How now! Who s that which spake?
— Friars, look about.

1 Friar. Here's nobody, if it like your Holi-

“

ness,
Pope. My lord, here is a dainty dish was sent
me from the Bishop of Milan.
Faust. 1 thank you, sir. Snatches it.
Pope. How now! Who's that which snatch’d
the meat from me ? Will no man look ? My [e
Lord, this dish was sent me from the Cl.n{'mal'
of Florence.
Faust. Yousay true; 1'l1 ha't. fSnalchu it.]
Pope. What, again{ My lord, I'll drink to
your Grace.
Faust. 1'll pledge your Grace. L]
[Snatckes the cup.]
C. of Lor. My lord, it may be some ghost
newly crept out of purgatory, come to beg a
pardon of your Holiness.
Il’aopei‘ Itfmayfbethll:. l}"‘rw.ra 5 prepare a di
to lay the fury of this ghost. Once again, my [se
ord, fall to. i’lw PoPE crosseth himse]:.
Faust. What, are you crossing of yourself ?
Well, use that trick no more I would advise you.
PoPE] crosses [himse{f] again.
Well, there 's the second time. Aware the tgu'd .
1 give you fair warning. . .
he POPE] crosses [himself] again,
and FAUBTUS Aits him a boz of the
ear ; and they all run away.
Come on, Mephistophilis, what shall we do ?
Meph. Nay, I know not. We shall be curs’d
with bell, book, and candle.
Faust. How | bell, book, and candle,— candle,
k, and bell,
Forward and backward to curse Faustus to hell |
Anon you shall hear a hog grunt, a calf bleat,
and an ass bray, w
Because it is Saint Peter’s holiday.
Re-enter all the FRIARS to sing the Dirge.

1 _Friar. Come, brethren, let 's about our
business with gooti devotion.
They sing :

Cursed be he that stole away his Holiness! meat
from the table | edicat Dominus!b

Cursed be he that struck his Holiness a blow
on the face ! Maledicat Dominus ! o

Cursed be he that took Friar Sandelo a blow on
the pate ! Muledicat Dominus !

Cursed be he that disturbeth our holy dirge!
Maledicat Dominus !

Cursed be he that took away his Holiness’ wine |
Maledicat Dominus ly Et omnes sancti!®
Amen!

[MEPHISTOPHILIS and FavsTus)
beat the FRIARS, and fling fire-
works among them : and so exeunt.

Enter CHORUS.

Chorus. When Faustus had with pleasure
ta’en the view
Of rarest things, and royal courts of kings, 100

§ ¢ May the Lord curse him.”
6 * And all the saints.”





















THE JEW OF MALTA

BY
CHRISTOPHER MARLOWE

[DRAMATIS PERSONAE.

Sakanas. 3 wealthy Jew. Three Jews.
Farvamn. Governor of Malta. Knights, Bassoes, Officers,

Jum acvexx. his Son.

Wmm Jaarxata, Son of the Grand Beignior.

Rus~3 3m Bowco, Vice-Admiral of Spain.
N» WaT=as a Geotleman,

Imowms, siave of Barabas. . BELLAMIRA, & Courtesan.
TR ] Abbess.

Feoaig | Fram. Two Nuns.

Wy Juasa. & Bully.

Ty Nuc:aants.

Reader, Gi
Messengers, Slaves, and Olrinn‘u:.'

KATHERINR, mother of MATHIAS,
AnieamL, Daughter of Baranas.

Maoma vxL, Speaker of the Prologue.

ScExE. — Malta.]

[THE PROLOGUE.}

MACHIAVEL.

ALBErT the world think Machiavel is dead,
Yet was his soul but flown beyond the Alps,
And, now the Guise! is dead, is come from France
To view this land and frolic with his friends.
To some perhaps my name is odious,
But such as love me guard me from their tongues ;
And let them know that I am Machiavel,
And weigh not men, and therefore not men’s words.
Admir'd I am of those that hate me most.
Though some speak openly against my books,
Yet will they read me, and thereby attain
To Peter's chair ; and when they cast me off,
Are poison'd by my climbing followers.
I count religion but a childish toy,
And hold there is no sin but ignorance.
¢ Birds of the air will tell of murders past!"’
I am asham’d to hear such fooleries.
Many will talk of title to a crown:
What right had Csesar to the empery ? 2
Might first made kings, and laws were then most sure
Wﬁen, like the Dracv's, they were writ in blood.
Hence comen it that a strong-built citadel
Commands much more than letters can import ;
Which maxim had [but] Phalaris observ'd,
He had never bellawed, in a brazen ball,
Of great onea’ envy. (' the poor petty wights
me be envi'd and not pitied !
But whither am I bound ? I come not, I,
To read a lecture here in Britain,
But to prveent the tragedy of a Jew,
Who amiles to see how full his bags are cramm'd,
Which moner was not gut withont my means.
I erave but thin  graee him an he deserves,
And let him wot be entertain’d the worse
Becawse be faviur me.

RITV R I T (B

[Ezit) » }

29 B de Guise, who hal crganieed the Masacre of 3t. Bartholomew in 1572, was assassinated in 1588.
oy, Bugie.
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THE JEW

OF MALTA 103

O thou, that with a fiery pi led’st
The sons of eldn-oug the dismal shades,
Light l::’dm s offspring, and direct the

Of Abigail this night ; or let the da ®
'{‘nrn toot.ernfxl darkness wrtll:‘l_:u{

) lloep oan fasten on my watc! eyes,
Nor ulet enter my dmt.er{:pa- 'd thoughts,
have answer of my Abigail.

Enter ARIGAIL above.

Abig. Now hvc l happily espi'd a time %
To search th k my father did appoint ;
And here beho d unseen, where I have found
The goldﬁ Yurls, and jewels, which he hld

o

remember those old vomenl

Who wealth 1 would tell me winter's talea
And of spirits and ghosts that glide by
About plm where treasure hath been hid :

And now methinks that I am ome of those ;

For whilst I live, here lives my soul’s sole hope,
And, when I die, here shall my spirit walk. 2

Absg. Now that my father’s fortune were so
As but to be about this huppy place |
"l‘-noc-oh-m yot when we parted last,

attend me in the morn.
Then, gentle sleep, where'er his body rests, =
Give cﬁrﬁ:‘.‘n orpheun that he may dream
en and of the sudden walk,3?

Come and receive the treasure I have found.

Bar. Bueno para todos mi ga 0 no era.?
good go on as sit so sadly thus.

stay, what star shines yonder in the east ?
The loadstar ;f my life, if Abigail.

Who 's there
dbvg. Who''s that ?
Peace, Abigail, 't is L.
Aha Then, father, here receive thy happi-

Bar. Hut thou’t?  She throws down bags.
Abig. Here, hast thou ’'t? There 's more, and
more, and more.
Bar. O my ‘glr
Ny gold, my ortnne. my felicity !
to my soul, death to mine enemy !
Welecome the bmmer of my bliss ! »”
0 Abigail, Abigail, I had thee here too |
n my desires were fnlly satisfied :
But I will practise thy
Ogirl! O gold! Oboautyl my bliss |
ugs his bags.

Abtq Father, it draweth towuds mxdmght

And 'bout this time the nuns begin to wake ;
To shun suspicion, therefore, let us part.
Bar, fmvoll. my joy, and by my fingers

Akiss from him that sends it from his soul.
‘ Tit Ammm. above.]
Now Phasbus ope the ey of the da; o

1 Bullen emends to youth. 3 Dyoce emends to wake.
3 Span. ** My herd was not good for all **; 4. e., dif-
ferent people judged me differently.

g?

ment thence.

And for the raven wake the morning lark,
That I may hover with her in the air;
Singing o’er these, as she does o’er her young,
Hermoso placer de los dineros.4

[Scene 11.]%
Enter Governor [FErNEzE], DEL Bosco, and
nights.

Fern. Now. ocaptain, tell us whither thou art

Whenoe is t.hy ship t.hat anehors in our road ?
And rhy tihou cam’st ashore without our
eave
Bosc. Governor of Malta, hither am I bound ;
My Ship, le Fl i/mg Drugon. is of Spain, s
And so am 1: del Bosco name ;
Vice-admiral unto the Cutho ic King.
1 Knight. 'Tis true, my lord, therefore en-
treat him well.
Bosc. Our fraught® is Greciaus, Turks, and
ric Moors.
For late upon the coast of Corsi
Because we vail'd 7 not to the [Turkuh] . ﬂeet.
Their creeping galleys had us in the chase:
But suddenly the wmd began to
And thcn we luff'd and tack’d ? n.nd fought at *

Some havo we fir' d and many have we sunk ; 1
But one mongut © rest became our prize.
e captain ’s slain, the rest remain our slaves,
Of whom we would make sale in Malta here.
Fern. Martin del Bosco, I have heard of thee:
Welcome to Malta, and to all of us; 0
But to admit a sale of these thy Turks
ge may uotf lny.b we duio not give consent
y reason of a tributary league.
1 Knight. Del Bosco, as thou lov'st and
honour’st us,
Persuade our governor against the Turk ; »
This truce we have is but in hope of gold,
And with that sum he craves might we w

war,
Bosc. Will nghu of ta be in league
with Tur ¢

And buy it bmly too for sums of gold ?
My lord, remember that, to Enrope’s shame, »
The Chnstun Isle of Rhodes, from whence you

Was lxtel
To be at 5
Fem

lost, and you were stated 1° here
eqdly enmity with Turks.
a tain, we know it, but our force is

Bm What is the sum that Calymath ro-

ires? .,

Fem A hundred thousand crowns,

Bosc. My lord and king hath title to this isle,
And he means q‘mokly to expel you hence ;
Therefore be rul’d by me, and keep the gold
I'1l1 write unto his m ieut.y for aid,

And not depart until 1 see you free.

Fern. o this condition shall thy Turks be

sold.

¢ Span. ** Beautiful pleasure of muney ”
5 The Council-house. 8 Q.

¢ Freight. * 80 Dyca Q left and looke.
7 Lowered our flags. 1 Established
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Lis. Faizh. wr. xy Virth is but mean; my Ester LoDOWICK.
mxe’s
Izanins ; my profsomiom 'hl you please. Led. O B"‘h‘ well met ;
g“, ‘"' » trade ? Then Imten Where diamond told meof ?
thoy o to my Bw-lhun(cy:-.“-r,&ny-'d:

'lﬂ
And l wili vavk thes that shall mekbylhu
P.res 1w viid of theas affenzions.
(omsppmiom. iirvs. 3in v, and beartiess f-r
B tivrv 4 3 wrbing. s thou pity aome.
Bt % cnyeif aswiie wiben
wmean

Itha. O vrave ! Marter. | worship your nose !

for thm.

Bar. Ax for mywif. | walk abroad o ligbn
And kil sirk pasple groaning under walls :
Somsotisren | g ainrut and puison wells ;

And e apd tien. v eherivh Christian dnenl,
1 am emtent U lowe motne of 1y erowns,
Thst [ may. walking in my gallery,
5o "o g0 pinion’d along by my deor.
Beizg young. 1 studied physic. and began
To praeting firt upon the [tulian ;

re | eurich’d the primts with bnmh.
And always kept the sextous’ arms inure? 1o
With lllmfmq graves aud ringing dead mea's

And after that was | an engineer,
And in the wars “twixt Franes and Germany,

Under pretence of helping Charles the Fifth,
Slow fricnd and enemy with my stratagems.
Then sfter thut was [ un usurer,
And with extorting, cozening, forfeiting,
And tricks belonging unto bmkery.

I fill'd the jails with Lankrupts in a year,
And with young orphans planted hospitals, o
And every moon uaude some or other mad,
And now and then one hang himself for grief,
Vinning upon his breast a long great scrol

h interest tormented him.
Lam blest for plaguing them ;
uch coin as will buy the town. e

But wll me now, how hast thos spent thy
time ?

. "Faith, master,

In lm.tmg “hristian villages on fire,
Chuining of eunuchs, binding galley-slaves.
One time | was an ostler in nn inn,
And in the night-time seeretly would I steal
To truvellers’ chambers, and there cut their

throats,

Onee at Jerusalem, where the pilgrims kneel'd.,
I strowed powder on the murbr e stones, s
And therewithal their knees would rankle so,
That l Imvu lnugh'd a-good 3 to ses the crip-

Ge llmpm home to Christendom on stilts.
Bar. “ 1y this in something, Make account
of me
As of thy fellow, we are villains both ;
Both circumcined, we hate Christians both.
Be trus and weeret, thou shalt want no gold.
But stand aside, here comes Don Lodowick.

' Barabas was rapresentad on the stage with a large

false nose. In Rowley's Search for Money (10409) allu-
slon la made to the * artificiall Jewe of Maltaes nose.”
(Kllia,)

3 Pinctice. 3 Ju good earnest.

in with me.

What ho. Abigail ! open the door, I say.
Enter AnicaiL _wuth letters).
Alig. In good time, father; here are letters

come
From Ormas, and the stays here within.
Bar. Give me the letters. — ter, do
sou hear. =

Entertain Lodowick the governor's som
With all the courtesy you can afford ;
Provided that you keep vour maidenhead.
(,nlmnslfhe'mahlllune,
vow love to him, =

He s mot uf d:e letd of Ahlnn Asnde.
I am a little buy, sir, pnf
Abigail. bid him welcvme for my

Abig. Foryonrnkennd h-o'nh -vdeolno

Bar. Dnnghm a word more ; kiss him ; q:-k
A dlli"nf." Ji t about,

1 '} elenlmng eW SO Cast Al
That ye be both made sure ¢ ere you come out.

[Aside.]
Abig. O father! Don Mathias is my love.
Bar. I know it: vet 1 say. make Iavo to him ;

Do, it is requisite it should be so — [Aule.i

Nay, on my life, it is my factor’s hand —

But go you in. I 'll think upon the account.

[ Exeunt ABIGAIL and Lopowick into the Aouse.)

The account is made, for Lodowick — dies.
My factor sends me word a merchant ‘s fled
That owes me for a hundred tun of wine. e
1 weigh it thus much {snapping his_fingers]; 1
ave wealth enough.

For now by this has he lu.u'd Abigail ;
And she vows love to him, and he to ber. .
As sure as Heaven rain'd manna for the Jo'&
So sure shall heand Don Mathias die:

father wus my chiefest enemy.

Enter MATRIAS.

Wlmher s Dun Mathias ? Stay awhile,
g\"‘onher, but to my fair love Abigail ?
Bar Thuu kno' st, and Heaven can witness
it is
That 1 mtend my daughter shall be thine.

Math. Ay, Bara or thou wrong’st
me much.

Bar. (), Heaven forbid I should have such a
thought

Pardon me though I weep : the gowrnor‘llon

Will, whether I will or no, Iuvo

He lu-ndn her letters, braceleh. rlw
Does she receive thom

Bar l:hl:? No, Mathias, no, but sends tlmn

el

And when he comes, she locks herself up fast ;

Yet through the keyhole will he talk to her,

While she runs to the window looking out,

¢ Affianced.
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You must be proud, bold, pleasant, resolute, Lan. My lord,— s

And now and then stab, as occasion serves. K. Edw. How now | what news ? Is Gaveston
Bald. Spencer, thou know’st 1 hate such for- arriv'd ?

mal toys, .
And use them but of mere hypoerisy.
Mine old lord whiles he liv'd was so precise, ¢
That he wounld take exceptions at my buttons,
And b;mg like pin’s heads, blame me for the
eas :
Which ma.t‘l.an e me curate-like in mine attire y
Though inwardly licentious enongh
And apt for any kind of villainy. »
1 am none of these oon;‘mon ants, I, '
That cannot speak without propterea guod
Y. Spq:. B;xt one of those that saith quando-
idem,
And bz:h a special gift to form a verb.
Bald. Leave off this jesting, here my lady
comes. &

Enter the Lady [Kina EpwArp'’s Niece.]

Niece. The grief for his exile was not so much
As is the joy of his returning home.
This letter came from my sweet Gaveston : —
Whatneed'st thou, love, thustoexcuse thyself?
I know thou couldst not come and visit me. e
l&cdi.l‘i“ I,vill not long be from thee, though
e.”

This es the entire love of my lord ;
[Reads. “‘lWhen”I forsake thee, death seize on
eart :

m :
But myythee here where Gaveston shall sleep.
[Puts the letter into her bosom.)
Now to the letter of my lord the king.— o
He wills me to repair unto the court,
B e ol s N e day ?
i at he t. us of my marri ay
Who 's there ? Baldock |
See that my coach be ready, I must hence. ™
Bald. It shall be done, madam.
Niece. And meet me at the park-pale pre-
sently. rit BALDOCK.
?meer, stay you and bear me company,
'or I have joyful news to tell thee of.
My lord of &rnwall is a-coming over, ™
And will be at the court as soon as we.
Y. Spen. I knew the king would have him

home again.
Niece, If all things sort 8ont as I hope they will,
service, Spencer, s| thought upon.
. Spen. I humbly thank your ladyshi[i. [
Niece. Come, lead the way; I long till aui
eunt.

there. [Er
[Scexz 11.]4

Ester K1nG EDWARD, QUEENIsABELLA, KRNT,
CASTER, Young MORTIMER, WARWICK,
ROKE, and Attendants.

K. Edw. The wind is good, I wonder why he
.u .
fear me’;; is wrack’d upon the sea.
Q. Isab. k, Lancaster, how passionate®
he i
Mlﬁﬂﬂs mind runs on his minion !

'l “bocsuss.” 9 Turn. _ § Borrowfnl.
1t “since.” ¢ Before Tynemouth Castle.

coner's leash was fastened.

Y. Mor, Nothing but Gaveston!— What
means your grace ?
Ybu have matters of more weight to think upon ;
The King of France sets foot in Normandy.
Edw. A trifle! we'll expel him when we

Ylea.se. 10
But tell me, Mortimer, what’s thy device
A?inst the stately triumph we decreed ?
. Mor. A homely one, my lord, not worth
the telling.
K. Edw. Pray thee let me know it.
Y. Mor. But, seeing you are so desirous, thus

itis: 15
A lofty cedar-tree, fair flourishing,
On whose to&bmnches kingly eagles perch,
And by the bark a canker 8 creeps me up,
And gets into the highest bough of all :
The motto, Aequetandem.? 2
K. Edw. And what is yours, my lord of Lan-
caster ? E
Lan. My lord, mine’s more obscure than
ortimer's.
Pliny reports there is a flying fish
Which all the other fishes deadly hate,
And therefore, being pursued, it takes the air:
No sooner is it up, but there’s a fowl b
That seizeth it ; this fish, my lord, I bear :
The motto this: Undique mors est.8
K. Edw. Proud Mortimer ! ungentle Lancas-
]

ter! !
Is this the love you bear your sovereign ? »
Is this the fruit your reconcilemént bears ?
Can you in words make show of amity,
And in your shields display your rancorous
minds !
What call you this but private libelling
Against the Earl of Cornwall and my brother ?
. Isab. Sweet husband, be content, they all

love you. »
K. Edw. They love me not that hate my
Gaveston.

I am that cedar, shake me not too much ;
And you the eagles ; soar ye ne’er so high,
1 have the jesses?® that wi pull you down; «
And Aegue tandem shall that canker cry
Unto the proudest peer of Britainy.
Though thou compar’st him to a ﬂyying fish,
And threatenest death whether he rise or fall,
’Tis not the hugest monster of the sea, “
Nor foulest harpy that shall swallow him.

Y. Mor. If in his absence thus he favours

him,
What will he do whenas he shall be present ?
Lan. That shall we see ; look where his lord-

ship comes.
Enter GAVESTON,
K. Edw. My Gaveston ! 80
Welcome to Tynemouth! Welcome to thy

friend !

¢ Canker-worm. ¢ Lat. * On all sides is death.”
7 Lat. ‘Justly at length.” '
? The straps round A hawk's legs, to which the fal-
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K. Edw. Farewell, sweet Gaveston ; and fare-

well, niece.
Q. Isad. No farewell to poor Isabel thy
ueen P
K. Edw. Yes, yes, for Mortimer, your lover's
sake. Ezreunt all but QUEEN ISABELLA.
Q. Iwb.lﬂeavom can witneas I love none but
you
From my embracements thus he breaks away
O that mine arms could close this isle about,
Thlt T might pull him to me where I would !
Or that these tears that drizzle from mine eyes

Had power to mollify his stony heart, 20
That when I had him we might never part.

Enter the Barons, [LANCASTER, WABWICK,
Young MORTIMER, and others]. Alarums.

Lau. I wonder how he mi’d 1
Who's this? The queen !

% bab Ay, Mort!mer, the miserable queen,
pmmg heart her inward sighs have

And body vxth continual mourning wasted. 15
These hands are tir’d with haling of my lord
From Gaveston, from wicked Gaveston,

And all in vain ; for, when I speak him fair,
He turns away, "and smiles upon his minion.

Y. Mor to lament, and tell us where ’. s
the ki
Q. Isab. %h:t would you with the kmg?

Is’t him you seek ?
Lan. No, madam, but that cursed Gaveston.
Par be it from the thonght of Lancaster
To offer violence to his sovereign.
We would but rid the realm of Gaveston:
Tell us where he remains, and he shall die.
Q. bab. Ho s gone by water unto Scarbo-

Pluuo lnm mekly. and he cannot scape ;
The king ha left. him, and his train is small.
Va‘l.”Foreulow no time, sweet Lancaster; 3
’s marc]
Y. Mor. Hov." oomes it that the king and he

is
Q. Thst. thus your army, going several

m& bo of lesser force ; and with the power
That he mtendeth resenﬂy to raise,
su ress'd ; therefore be gone. “
ere in the river rides a Flemish

h
Let’s nllui)ond and follow him amain.
Lu. 'l'he vmd that bears him hence will fill

aheome aboud *t is but an hour's sailing.
or. Madam, stay you within this cut.lo

Q Imb *No, Mortimer, I'll to my lord tlle
Y. llor. Nay, rather sail with us to Scarbo-
e king is so suspicious,

Q. Isab. You know th ing
Asif he hear I luwe but talk’d with you,
Mine hononr will be call’d in question ; L]

And therefore, gentle Mortimer, be gone.

! Delay, 2 A small vessel.

Y. Mor. Madam, I cannot stay to answer you,
But think of Mortimer as he deserves.

Exeunt all except QUEEN 18ABELLA.]

Q. Isab. So well hast thou deserv'd sweet

Mortim,

As l'nabel couald 'llVG with thee for ever! ®
In vain I look for love at Edward’s hand,

hose eyes are fix'd on none but Gaveston ; s
Yet once more 1’ll importune him with prayers.
If be be -t.range and not m$rd my words,
xydlon by I will ovgr 1:hto 'rnce plai

nd to ekmim rother there complain,
How Gaveston ti robb’d me of his love:
But yet I hope my sorrows will have end,

Gaveston this blessed day be slain. ’Erit.

[Scene V.]8
Enter GAVESTON, pursued.
Gavhg:;:, lusty lords, I have escap’d your

Your t.hreau, your 'larums, and your hot pur-

And thongh dworoed from King Edward’s eyes,
Yet liveth Pierce of Gaveston unsurpris'd,*
Breathing, in hope (malgrado® all your beards, s
That muster rebels thus against your king),
To see his royal sovereign once again.

Enter the Nobles, [WARWICK, LANCASTER,
PemBROKE, Young MORTIMER, Soldiers,
JAMES, and other Attendants of Pnngoxn]

War. Upon him, soldiers, take away his
weapo!
Y. Mor Thou proud disturber of thy coun-

t.er olf)ethy king, canae of these broils, 10

K tterer, yield | and were it not forshame,
Shame and di onour to a soldier’s name,

Upon fmﬁ weapon’s point here shouldst thou

And welter in thy gore.
Lan. Monster of men !
That, hke the Greekish strumpet,® train’'d? to

And bloody wars 80 many valiant knights ;
Look for no other fortune, wretch, than death !
King Edward is not here to buckler thee.
ar‘ Lancaster, why talk’st thou to the
slav
Go, soldnels, take him hence, for, by my sword
His head shall off. Gaveston, short warning
Shall serve thy turn ; it is our country’s cause
at here severely we will execute
Upon thy person. Hnng him at a bough. -
Garv. My lord
War. So]dxers. have him away ; —
But for thon wert the favourite of a king,
Thou shalt have so much honour at our hands —
Gav. 1 thank you all, my lords: then I per-
ceiv
That hendmg is one, and hanging is the other,
And death is all.

3 The open country. ¢ Helen of Troy.
¢ Uncaptured. 7 Drew.
§ Ital. *in spite of.”
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Y. Nar And this above the rest : because we

That Edmund casts 1 to work his liberty,
Remove him still from place to plaee by night,
Till at the last he come to Killingworth, ©
And then from thence to Berkeley back again ;
And by the way, to make him fret the more,
Speak curstly to him, and in any case
Let no man comfort him ; if he chance to weep,
Bnt nn lify his grief with bitter words. L3
‘ear not, my lord, we’ll do as you

Y. Mor, So now away; post thitherwards

amain,

Q. Isab. Wlnt.her goes this letter? To my
lord the
Commend me humgbly to his majesty,
And tell him that Ilabour all in vain ™
To ease his f, and work his liberty ;

And bear him this as witness of my love.

[Gives a ring.]
Mat. 1 will, madam. Erit with GURNEY.

Enter PriNcE [EpWARD,] and KeNr talking
with him,

Y. Mor. Finely dissembled. Doso still, sweet
Here %:15:%. the young prince with the Earl o’t
Q. Isab. Something he whispers in his childish
Y. ;:r. If he have such access unto the

Our plots ang stratagems will soon be dash'd.
Q. Immew Edmund friendly, as if all were

Y. Mor. How fares my bonourable lord of
ent
Kent. In health, sweet Mortimer. How f;ree

o'
Q. zab aell if my lord your brother were

Knll I hw of late he hath depos’d himself.
Isab The more my grief.
nd mine.
mLAnde ] Ah, they do dissemble !
Sweet son, come hither, I must talk

Y. 50:- You being his uncle, and the next

Do look to be protector o’er the prince.
Kent. Not I, my lord ; who should protect the

Bnt llle timtﬁ:ve him life? I mean the queen.

ther, persuade me not to wear

" ‘the crown : %)
— toa young to reign.

3 » eontent, seeing 't his high-

ness’ plensure

P, Edw Let me but see him first, and then

KEent. Ay do, sweet ne{hev
g Ioab er. now xt is lmpomble
e dead

Q Inb No, odforbldl
1 Plota.

Kent. 1 would those words proceeded from
our heart.
Y. Mor. Inconstant Edmund, dost thou fa-
vour him,
That wast the cause of his imprisonment ? 100
Ixent The more cause have I now to make

ends.

Y. Mor [Aside to Q. Isab aLeI tell thee, 'tis
not meet that one so f

Should come about the person of a prince. —

My lord, he hath betray’d the king his brother,

And therefore trust him not.

P. Edw. But he repents, and sorrows for lt

now.

Q. Ilﬁ Come. uon, and go with this gentle
an
P. Edw. Wxt.h you I will, but not with Mor-
timer,
Y. Mor. Why, {;mnglmg, 'sdain’st thou so
of Mortimer

Then 1 will carry thee by force away. 10
P. Edw. Help, uncle Kent! Mortimer will

Q. Itabn%rotherEdmund strive not ; we are °

his friends
Isabel is nearer t{lln the Earl of Kent.
Kent. Suter. Edward is my charge, redeem

him
Q. Isab Edward is my son, and I will keep
ns
Kent Mm-(tiunerl shall know that he hath
wro!
[Ande] Hence will I haste to Killingworth

And reecue aged Edward from his foes.

To be reveng d on Mortimer and thee.
Exeunt [on one side QUEEN Isa-
BELLA, PrINCE EpWARD, and
Young MORTIMER ; on the other
KENT.

[Scexr III1.]2

Enter MATREVIS and GURNEY [and Soldiers,]
with Kine [EDWARD).

Mat. My lord, be not pensive, we are your
ends ;
Men are ordain’d to live in mise!
Therefore come, — dalliance

o lXangemth our
K. Fdw Fnendl whither must unhappy
Edward go?
Will hateful Mortimer appoint no rest ? [
Must I be vexed like the nightly bird,
Whose snfht is Joathsome to all wmged fowls ?
When will the fury of his mind assuage ?
When will his heart be satisfied with lood ?
If mine will serve. unbowel straight this breast,
And ﬁve my heart to Isabel and him ; n
It is the chiefest mark they level 3 at.
Qur. Not 8o my liege, the queen hath given
this charge
To keep your grace in safaty;
* Your z‘amons make your dolours to increase,
Thu usage makes my misery to m-

] Kenilwonh Caastle. 3 Aim.
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Light. To rid thee of thy life. —Mxtrovw,

come |
[Enter MATREVIS and GURNEY.]
K. Edun. 1 am too weak and feeble to re-

A-ut me weet God, and receive my soul |
Light km. for the table.
me, or despatch me in a
mnnvm brings in a table.] 110
Lmh 50. lay the table down, and stamp on it,
But not too hard, lest that you bruise his bod
[Kmva EpwaRrD is murdere«]v |
Mat. 1 fear me that this ory

town,
And therefore, leot us take horse and away. 14
me, sirs, was it not bravely one ?
Guwr. Excellent well: take this for thy reward.
GURNEY stabs LIGHTBORN [who dies).
Como.lotnscutthebod in the moat,
bear the king’s to Mortimer our lord :
Exeunt [with the bodies).
[Scexx VIJ2
Enter Young MORTIMER and MATREV1S.

Y. Hw. 't d;me. Matrevis, and the mur-
Ud. Ay. my good lord ; I would it were un-
Y. Nor Matrevis, if thou now growest peni-

1'n bo thy ghostly father ; therefore choose,
Whether thou wilt be secret in thi

Avay !

18, s
Or else die by the hand of Mortimer.
Mat. , my lord, is fled, md wxll I fear,
Bet:niu both, therefore let me fly.
Fly %o the savages |

Mat. 1 humbly thank your honour. [Exzit.] 10
. Mor. Asfor myself, I stand as Jove's huge

tree,
! And others are but shrubs compar'd to me.
All tremble at my name, and Ipfear none ;
Lat ’s see who dare impeach me for his death !

Enter QUEEN IsABELLA.
Q. Inb Ah, Mortimer, the king my son hath
His faduit’l dead, and we have murdered
Y. Mor. What if he have ? The king is yet a
. Isab. Ay, but he tears his hair, and wrings
v '
Aad yows to be reveng'd upon us both.
Into the council-ehnm r he is gone,

o erave the aid and succour of his peel‘u. .
Ayme ! see here he comes, and they with him.

) , Mortimer, s our tragedy.
Enter Kina [EDWARD TRE D], Lorps
' [and Attendants).
1Lord. Fear not, my lord, know that you are
A EETo®irird. Villain1— »
1 The Royal Palace, London.

Y. Mor. How now, my lord |
K. Edw. Third. Thmk not that I am frighted
with thy words |
My father 's murdered through thy treachery ;
And thou shalt die, and on his mournful hearse
Thy hateful and accursed head shall lie, 0
To witness to the world, that by thy means
His kmgly body was t00 soon interr'd.
. Weep not, sweet son !
Edw Third. Forbid me not to weep, he
was my father ;
And, bad you lov'd him half so well as I, 1
You could not bear his death thus patlently
But you, I fear, conspir’d with Mortimer.
bn} Why speak you not unto my lord the
Y. Mar Bmm I think scorn to be accus'd.
Who is the man dares say I murdered him ? «
K. Edw. Third. Traitor! in me my loving
father speaks,
And p}:mly saith, 't was thou that murd’redst

Y. Mor But?hu your grace no other proof

K. Edw Tlurd Yes, if this be the hand of
Morti [Shewing letter‘l

Y. Mor [Aude ] False Gurney hath betray’
me and himself. “

Q. Isab. [Aude] 1 fear'd as much ; murder
cannot be hid

Y. Mor ?lt is my ha.nd what gather you by

K. Edw Third. That thither thou didst send
a murderer,

Y. Mor Wlmt murderer ? Bring forth the

K. de T7nrd Ah, Mortimer, thou knowest
that he is slain ;
And 80 shalt thou be too. — Why stays he here ?
Bring him unto a hurdle, drag him forth ;
Hang him, I say, and set his quarters up ;
But bring his head back presently to me.
Q. Isab. !For my sake, sweet son, pity Morh-
mer

Y. Mor. Madam, entreat not, I will rat.her

die
Than sue for life unto a paltry boy.
K. Edw. Third. Hence with the traltor' with
the murdererl
Y. Mar use Fortune, now I see, that in thy

There l.s a gomt to which when men aspire, @
headlong down:

.‘)

that point I

And, seeing there was no place to mount up |

higher.
Why uhould 1 grieve at my de% fall?—
Farewell, fair queen ; weep not for Mortimer,
That scorns the world, an

to discover countries yet unknown.

, as a traveller, o

K. Edw. Tlnrd What ! suffer you the traitor '

to dela
[ oun MORTIMER is taken away
by 1 Lord and Attendants.]
8 ou receivedst thy life from
I ab As th edst thy life f

Spill not the blood of gentle Mortimer !
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K. Edw. Third. This argues that you spllt
my father’s blood,
Else would you not entreat for Mortimer.
. Isab. 1 spill his blood ? No!
. Edw. Third. Ay, madam, you ; for so the
rumour runs.
Q. Isl?b That rumour is untrue; for loving
thee,
Is this report rais’d on poor Isabel. "
K. Edw Third. 1 do not think her so unnat-

2 Lord My lord, I fear me it will prove too

K. Edw Third. Mother, you are suspected
for his death,
And therefore we commit you to the Tower
Till farther trial may be made thereof; L)
If you be guilty, thou!glh I be yonr son,
Think not to find me slack or pitif
Q. Isalb dNa), to my death, for too long have

‘Whenas my son thinks to abridge my days
K. Edw. Third. Away with her, her wox'dn
enforce these tears,
And l shall pllm{ ber if she speak again.
Q. 1 I not mourn for my beloved

And wnth the rest accompany him to his grave ?
2 Lord. Thus, madam, ’t is the king's will
you ;hall ‘xence.

Q. Isab. He hath forgotten me ; stay, Imh:
m

2 Lordo e'Ir‘hnt boots not; therefore, gentle

Q. Isab. Then eomo, sweet death, and rid me
of this grief. [Exit)

[Re-enter 1 Lord, with the head of Young Mox-
TIMER.]

lI.ord Mylord, here is the head of Morti-

K. de Third. Go fetch my father’s hearse,
where it shall lie ; i
And bring my
[Ez'eunl Attendants.]
Accursed head, s
Could I have rul’d thee then, as 1 do now,
Thou lmd’nt not hatch'd this monstrous

ery
Here comes t.he hearse ; help me to mourn, my
lords.

[Re-enter Attendants with the hearse and funeral
robes.)

Sweet father, here unto thy murdered M
I offer up this wicked traitor's head ;
ﬁnd let the:; tears, d:fl:l,l‘llng from mine q-.
e witness of my grie 1nNocency.
[Exeunt]

:




THE SPANISH TRAGEDY

OR

HIERONIMO IS MAD AGAIN
BY
THOMAS KYD

[DRAMATIS PERSONAE

Ghost of Andres, s Spanish nobleman,
Kino o Srany. i

Cyraian, Duxe or CastiLE, his brother.
Loxxzzo, the Duke’s son.

} Chorus.

ACT I

[ScenE I: INpucTION.]

Enter the GHOST OF ANDREA, and with him
REVENGE.

Gﬂo:;nl When this eternal substance of my

Did live imprison’d in my wanton flesh,

Eaeh in their function serving other’s need,

1 was a oourtier in the Spanish court.

My name was Don Andrea ; my descent, s
not ignoble, yet inferior far

To gracious fortunes of my tender youth:

For there in prime and pride of all my years,

By duteons service and deserving love,

t sw
Bat in the harvest of my summer joys
Death’s winter nipp’d the blossoms of my bliss,
Poreing divorce betwixt my love and me.
For in the late conflict with Portingale 1
ﬂulour drew me into danger’s mouth
life to death made passage through my

-wounds.

When I was slain, my soul descended straight
To pass the flowing stream of Acheron ;
Bl} churlish Charon, only boatman there,
ihtl that, my ritas of bn{ial not perform’d,

not sit amongst his engers.
Ere 8ol had alept three niﬁhrt:li:l }ﬁ:etis’ lap,
And slak’d his smoking chariot in her ﬂoos,
By Don Horatio, our knight marshal’s son,

20

seeret 1 'd a worthy dame, 10
/lw!hieh lngl{ eet Bel-imperia by name. '

Two Portuguese.
PeprINGANO, Bel-imperia's servant.
CHrisTOPRIL, Bel-imperia‘s custodian.
Lorenzo's Page.
SzrezrINE, Balthazar's servant.
Isabella's Maid.
Messenger.
Hangman.
goulu, Slglnﬂ of Turke (B(:lbthnur), In
RASTUS, t of es renzo), sy
Tns Basnaw (Hieronimo), me;)hmmo .
Prasepa (Bel-imperis), Y-
Three Kings and three Knights in the first Dumb-show. °
.gymen and two torch-bearers in the second. =~
AZARDO, & Painter, .
Pzoro and Jaques, Hieronimo's In mw:d:‘i:ym to
servan
Army, RTog:l s:lhl. Noblemen, Halberdiers, Officers,
ree Watchmen, Servants, etc.]

My funerals and obsequies were done.
Then was the ferryman of hell content
0 pass me over to the slimy strand,
That leads to fell Avernus’ ugly waves.
There, pleasing Cerberus with honey’d speech, s

I ’d the perils of the foremost porch.
ot far from hence, amidst ten thousand

souls,
Sat Minos, Aeacus, and Rhadamanth ;
To whom no sooner ’fgan I make approach,
To crave a passport for my wand’ring ghost, 5
But Minos, in graven leaves of lottery.
Drew forth the manner of my life and death.

* This knight,” quoth he, * both liv’d and died

in love;
And for his love tried fortune of the wars ;
And by war’s fortune lost both love and life.” s
o y then,” said Aeacus, *‘ convey him hence,
To walk with lovers in our fields of love,
And spend the course of everlasting time
Under green myrtle-trees and cypress shades.”
**No, no,” said Rhadamanth, ‘‘it were not
well, L
With loving souls to place a martialist.
He died in war, and must to martial fields,
Where wounded Hector lives in lasting pain,
And Achilles’ Myrmidons do scour the plain.”
Then Minos, mildest censor of the three, s0
Made this device to end the difference:
*‘ Send him," quoth he, *‘ to our infernal king,
To doom him as best seems his majesty.”
To this effect my passport straight was drawn.
In keeping on my way to Pluto’s court, %
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That scattering overspread the purple plain.
In all this turmoil, three long hours and more,
The victory to neither inclin'd ;
Till Don Andrea, with his brave launciers, -
In their main battle made so great a breach,
That, half dismay’d, the multitude retir'd :
But Balthazar, '.Ze ortingals’ young prince,
B t rescue, and encourag’d them to stay.
Here-hence the fight was eagerly renew'd, 1
And in that conflict was An slain :
Brave man at arms, but weak to Balthazar.

et while the prince, insulting over hiw,
Breath’d out proud vaunts, sounding to our

reproach,
Friendship and hardy valour join'd in one n
Prick’d forth Horatio, our knight marshal’s son,
To challenge forth that prince in single fight.
Not long between these twain the fight endur’d,
But -tmgh ight the prince was beaten from his

. horse,

And forc'd to yield him prisoner to hig foe. s

When he was taken, all the rest they fled,

And our carbines pursu’d them to the death,

Till, Phoebus waving! to the western deep,

Qur trumpeters were ¢ 'd to sound retreat.
King. Thanks, good General, for these

]

news;
And for some argument of more to come,
Take this and wear it for tha'sovereign’s sake,
ives him his chain.
Bat tell me now, hast thou confirm'd a peace?
Gen. No , my liege, but peace con-

ditional,
That if with homage tribute be well paid,
The fury of your forces will be stay'd :
Axd to this peace their viceroy hath subserib'd,
Gives the King a paper,

And made a solemn vow that, during life,
His tribate shall be truly paid to Spain.

King. These words, these deeds, become thy

persdn well. ']
But now, knight marshal, frolic with thy king,
For 't is thy son that wins this battle's prize.
Hier. n may he live to serve my sover-
sign liege,
And soon decay, unless he serve my liege.
King. Nor thou, nor he, shall die without
reward. A tucket 2 afar off. 10
means this warning of this trumpet’s

sound
Gen. This tells me that your grace's men of

war,
Such r war’s fortune hath reserv'd from
e

marching on towards your royal seat,
To show themselves before your majesty ;
Por 8o I gave in charge at my depart.
Whereby by demonstration shall appear
That l“{ except three hundred or tew more,
Are safe return’d, and by their foes enrich’d.

The Army enters; BALTHAZAR, between Lo-
RENZO and HoRATIO, captive.

King. A gladsome sight! I long to see them
. chy enter and pass by. 110

! Noviag. 2 Flourish of trumpeta.

Was that the warlike prince of Portingale,
That by our nephew was in triumph led ?
Gen. It was, my liege, the prince of Portin-
o:

gale.
King:dBnt what was he that on the other

side
Held him by th’ arm, as partner of the

. prize 18
Hier. That was my son, my gracious sover-

eign ;

Of whom tjxongh from his tender infancy

My loving thoughts did never hope but well,

He never pleas’d his father’s eyes till now,

Nor fill'd my heart with over-cloying joys. 120

King. Go, let them march once more about

these walls,

That, staying them, we may confer and talk

With our brave prisoner and his double guard,
. ‘S]Ea'il u messenger.]

Hieronimo, it greatly pleaseth us

That in our victory thou have a share,

By virtue of thy worthy son’s exploit.

1%

Enter again.

Bring hither the young prince of Portingale:
The rest march on ; but, ere they be dismiss'd,
We will bestow on every soldier

Two ducats and on every leader ten, 10
That they may know our largess welcomes

em.
Ezeunt all but |the KING], BALTHA-
2zAR, LORENZO and HorATIO.
Welcome, Don Balthazar ! welcome, nephew !
And thou, Horatio, thou art welcome too.
Youngdpnnce, although thy father's hard mis-

In keeping back the tribute that he owes,

Deserve but evil e at our hand

Yet shalt thou know that Spain is honourable.
Bal. The trespass that my father made in

peace
Is now controll’d 8 by fortune of the wars ;
And cards once dealt, it boots not ask why
40

8o, 1
His men are slain, a weakeninﬁ to his realm ;
His colours seiz'd, a blot unto his name;

His son distress’d, a cor'sive 4 to his heart:

These punishments may clear his late offence.

Ay, Balthazar, if he observe this

truce, ™

Our peace will grow the stronger for these wars.

Meanwhile live thou, though not in liberty,

Yet free from bearing any servile yoke;

For in our hearing thy deserts were great,

And in our sight thyself art gracious. 180
Bal. And I shall study to deserve this grace.
King. But tell me — for their holding makes

me doubt —

To which of these twain art thou prisoner ?

To me, my liege. .
Hor, To me, my sovereign.
Lor. This hand first took his courser by the
188

reins.
Hor, But first my lance did put him from
is horse., .
3 Curbed. ¢ Corrosive.
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v,x

3 Watchk. Come, sir, you had been better
kept your bed

80 late,

2 Wa:c:l Conlxe, to the mmhnll with the
1_Watck. On to Hieronimo’s | help me here
To b the murd’red body with us too. “©

rmi:[mx-\)mnm ? Carry me before whom you
Whnto'u-hobe. 1’1l answer him and you ;
And do your worst, for I defy you all. Ezeunt

[Scenz 1V.]2

Enter LORENZO and BALTHAZAR.

Bal. How now, my lord, what makes you
rise so soon ?

I.or.hFear of preventing our mishaps too

te.

Bal. Wh;t mischief is it that we not mis-
trust

Lor. Our greatest ills we least mistrust, my

-

harms do hurt us most. 5
y, tell me, Don Lorenzo, tell me,

Bal.
man,
If ought concerns our honour and your own.
Lor. Nor you, nor me, my lord, but both in

For I Iupect —and the presumption ’s -

That by those base confederates in our fault 1
Tmhm the death of Don Horatio,
getrny’d to old Hieronimo.

Bul Betray’d, Lorenzo ? Tush ! it cannot be.
Lor. A gmlty conscience, urged with the

thought
Ot former onln eanl cannot err. »
di de me not —
'l'ht all's revealed to Hieronimo.
therefore know that I have cast it thus:—

Enter Page.
Bat hm’s tho })age How now? what news

P My lord Serberine is slain.
B

0 ? Serberine, my man ?

{:f Y°n§ h'gll:mw , wh my;]x:l ed him ?
peak, page, who murder: im

prehended for the fact.3

Pm He "t’.hnt is apprel

By Il Ser nnm that lov'd his lord so

ns nllam maurderer of his friend | 3
Hath P 0 murdered Serberine ?
My lord, let me entreat you to take the pains
To exasperate and hasten his revenge
With tim complaints unto my lord the king.
eir dissension breed a g-reater doubt.
ee, Don Lorenzo, he shall die,
Or else his lnﬁhneu hardly shall deny.?
Meanwhile I 11 haste the marshal-sessions,
For dis he shall for this his damned deed.
Exit BALTHAZAR.

s Palase of Don Cyprian.  ? Reaist with difficulty.
2 Deed.

Lor. Why so, this fita our former pol;d
And thus experience bids the wise to

I lay the plot ; he prosecutes the point :

I set the trap ; he greakl the worthless twigs,
And sees nol: that wherewith the bird was

lim
Thus hopeful men, that mean to hold theu'

Must look "like fowlen to their dearest fnands
He runs to kill whom I have holp % to catch
And no man knows it was my reaching fetch.
'T is hard to trust unto a muit:tude,

Or any one, in mine opinion,

When men themselves their secrets will revul

Enter a Messenger with a letter.
1

B?age. My lord.
Lor. What’s he ?
Ma I have a letter to your lordship.
Lor. From whence ?
Mes.  From P that’s lmprnon’d

f‘_or So he is in prison ﬂmn?
Lor. What would he vnt.h usg

To stand foo& lord, and helLllum in distrees, —
Tell him I have his letters, know his mind ;
And what we may, let him assure him of.
Fellow, begone ; my boy shall follow thee. s
Exit Messenger.
This works like wax; yet once more try thy
wits.
Boy. , convey this purse to Pedrmgan
Thou know’st_the prl:son, closely 7 give it him,
And be advis'd that none be there about.
Bid him be merry still, but secret ; ©
And though the marshal-sessions be to-day,
Bid him not doubt of his delivery.
Tell him his pardonis already sign'd,
And thereon bid him boldly be resolv'd :
For, were he ready to be turned off —8 -
As ’t is my will the uttermost be tried —
Thou with his pardon shalt attend him still.
Show hlm this box, tell him his pardon 's in 't ;
But open 't not, an if thou lov’st thy life,
But let him wisely keep his hopes unknown.
He shall not want while Don Lorenzo lives.
Away !
Page. I go, my lord, I ru
Lor. But, sirrah, see that this be cleanly ?
done. Erxit Page.
Now stands our fortune on a tickle point,
And now or never ends I.orenzo’s doubts. »
One only thmg is uneffected yet,
And that s to see the executioner,
Bat to what end ? I list not trust the air
With of our pi 10 therein
For fear the privy wbmp ring of the wind  ®
Convey our words amongst unfriendly ears,
at lie too o?en to advantages.
quel che 0 10, nessun lo sa;
I ntemio t0: quel mi
¢ Snared.
¢ Deep-reaching device. Qq. hlvo dmct form fatcA.
? Socre:x 9 Cleverly.
8 Hang ¥ Iuotention.

good lord, s

He writes

Exit.



















































184 THOMAS KYD Iv. iv.
[CHORUS.] But uy,gawnnb for 'hth.ﬁn mn;t. heL .h“ $
t the rest how te
ok Enter Gnon:nd Bh““o“; @ ¢v Thu lmn: hllyo them dowa to
0st. Ay, now i i
.m:'y.no ™y hopes 2ave end in Helr Whmmmbnt‘!‘nnu.bm'lndm
When blood and sorrow finish my desires : dwell.
Horatio murdered in his father's bower ; Ghost. Then. sweet Revenge, do this at my
Vild Serberine by Ped.nn{;no slain ;
False Pedringuno hang'd qna.mtdovmo, ] I.tmebe;nd‘; and doom them to unrest. »
Fair Isabella by herse! 3| Let loose from the vulture’s gripe,
Prince Balthazar b Bel-xmpom stabb’d ; ¥ t| And let Don Cypmn supply his room ;
The Duke of Castile and his wicked son T Place Don Lorenzo on Ixion's wheel,
Both done to death by old Hieronimo; - And let the lover s endless pains surcease

My Bel-imperia fall'n as Dido fell, 10

And ‘iood ieronimo slain by himself :

Ay, these were spectacles to please my soul |

Now will I beg at lovely Proserpine

That, by the virtue of her pnnoe]y doom,

1 may consort ! my friends in (r easing sort, 1

And on my foes work just and sharp revenge.

I'lllead my friend Horatio through those ﬁelds

Where never-dying wars are still inur'd ; 2

I'll lead fair Isabella to that train,

Wh ity wee , but never feeleth pain;
I'n leas lmpena to those joys,

‘That v nrgms and fair queens possess ;

I'l lead Hieronimo where Orpheus plays,

Adding sweet pleasure to eternal days. “

1 Belect, group. 2 Carried on.

(Juno forfs d wrath, and grants him ease) ;
thazar about Chimaera’s neck,
And et him there bewail his bloody love,
Repining at our joys that are above ;
t Serberine go roll the fatal ltnm
And take from Si us his en
False Pedri no. or his treachery,
Let him be 'd through boiling
And there hve, ying still in endless
Blaspheming and all their holy names.
Rev. Then haste we down to meet ﬂlyﬁu

and foes
To place thy fnond: m elu, the rest in 'o-.
For here though d bhath end their nﬁ.y
I'1l there begin thou-ondlo-tncody

8 Terrors, bugbears.
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BUSSY D'AMBOIS
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This hemisphere, that long her mouth hath
mockt ;

The gravity of her religious face,

(Now grown too weighty with her sacrilege,

And here discern’d sophisticate enough)

Turns to th’ antipodes ; and all the forms

That her illusions have imprest in her,

Have eaten throtﬁh her back ; and now all see,

How she is riveted with hipocmy. .

Was this the way? Was he the mean betwixt

ou ?
Ta. Ele was, he was, kind worthy man, he

178

170

was.

Mont. Write, write a word or two.

a. I will, I will.

I'll write, but with my blood, that he may see

lines come from my wounds, and not

from me. Writes.

Mont. Well might he die for thought ; me-
thinks the frame

And lhakekn joints of the whole world should

130

crac)
To see her parts so disproportionate ;
And that lurrl general %eanty cannot stand
Without these stains in the particular man.
Why wander I so far? Here, here was she
was a whole world without spot to me,
h now a world of spots. Oh, what a

ightni 190
Isman’s delilzgt in women ! What a bubble
He builds his state, fame, life on, when he

marries |
Since all earth’s pleasures are so short and small,
The way t’ enjoy it, is t’ abjure it all, 190
! I must be messenger myself,

Disguis'd like this strange creature. In, I'll

To see what guilty light gives this cave eyes,
And to the world sing new impieties.
He om: the Friar inthe vault and
S s. She wraps herself in
arras. Ezreunt [servants].

[Scexne I1.)2
Enter Monsieur and Guise.
Mo, N:w shall we see that Nature hath no
on:

In her t works responsive to their worths,
That she, that makes 80 many eyes and souls
To see and foresee, is stark blind herself ;

And as illiterate men say Latin prayers s
By rote of heart and daily iteration,

Nzt knowing what they say,3 so Nature lays

A deal of stuff together, and by use,

Or by the mere necessity of matter,

Ends such a work, fills it, or leaves it empty 10

! Her, referring to world, would be expected. His
sems to refer to man, in next line.
lf-ml:‘%onunrry’lhoun. o0, 8

8 In place ot . . . say, Qq. 1607, 8 read,

In swehoss Mmlcmmldqlenk they knew

What they ran 20 away twith, and were sure

°d to their labours ;

Yet may implore thetr own con fusi

fusions
za; m. whicA ofien times

Of strength or virtue, error or clear truth,

Not knowing what she does ; but usually

Gives that which she calls merit to a man,

And belief must arrive * him on huge riches,
Honour, and happiness, that effects his ruin ; 1
Even as in ships of war, whose lasts 6 of powder
Are laid, men think,® to make them last, and

them
When a disorder'd spark, that powder taking,
Blows up with sudden violence and horror
Ships that kept empty, had sail’'d long, with
terror.? »

Gu. He that obeerves, but like a worldly man,
That which doth oft succeed, and by th’events
Values the worth of things, will think it true
That Nature works at random, just with you ;
But with as much proportion a‘:e may make
A thing that from the feet up to the throat
Hath all the wondrous fabric man should have,
And leave it headless, for a perfect man,
As give a full man vn}our, virtue, learning,
Without an end more excellent than those,
On whom she no such worthi part bestows,

Mo. Yet shall you see it here ; here will be

one
Young, learned, valiant, virtuous, and full
mann’d ; i

”

One on whom Nature spent 8o rich a hand
That with an ominous eye she wept to see
So much consum’d her virtnons treasury.$
Yet, as the winds sing throngh a hollow tree,
And (sinced it lets them pass through) lets it
stand ;
But a tree solid (since it gives no wa
To their wild rage) they rend up by the root ; «
So this whole man,
g\l‘hat will not wind with every crooked way,
rod by the servile world) shall reel and fal
Before the frantic puffs of blind-born chance,
That pipes throungh empty men,and makes them
dance. “
Not 8o the sea raves on the Lybian sands,
Tumbling her billows in each other’s neck ;
Not so0 the surges of the Enxine sea
g:gar to the frosty pole, where free Boites
m those dark deep waves turns his radiant
team) L
Swell, being enrag'd even from their inmost

op
As Fortune swings abont the restless state
virtue, now thrown into all men’s hate.
Enter MONTSURRY disguis’d with the Murderers.

Away, my lord, you are perfectly disgunis’d, =
Leave us to lodge your ambush.
Mont. Speed me, vengeance. Erit.
Mo. Resolve, my masters, youshall meet with

one

Will try what proofs your privy coats®are made
on;

When he is ent'red, and you hear us stamp,

Approach, and make all sure.
urd. We will, my lord. E'reunt.
¢ Bring. ? Tothelr enemies. (Boas.)

Loads. 8 8tore of virtues.
¢ Boas amendstomethinks.

? Coats of mail.

'
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L iii. EVERY MAN

Know. I am resolv’d I will not stop his jour-
ney,
Nor practise any violent means to stay
The utlilbndlod course of youth in him; for
at
Restrain’d grows more impatient ; and in kmd
Like to the uf]or but the generous! greyhound,
Who ne'er so littie from his game withheld,
head, and leaps up at his holder’s throat.
There is a way of winning more by love w0
And urging ol the modesty, than fear :
Force works on servile natures, not the free.
He that ’s compell'd to goodness, may be good,
But ’tis but for that fit ; where others, drawn
softness and e!ample, geta habit. 14
Tlen if they stray, but warn ’em, and the same
They lhouli for virtue 've done, they ‘ll[dbg fol]‘
xit.

Scenz II1.2

Enter] E. Kxow ith a letter in his hand,
G 1 follwedm [.lvimfnwo:xn "

E. Know. Did he open it, say’st thou ?
i. Yes, o’ my word, sir, and read the con-

ts.
E. Know. That scarce contents me. What
eountenance, prithee, made he i’ the reading of
it? Was he angry or pleas’d ?
Brai. Nay, sir, Isaw him not read it, noropen
it, I assure your wo ’i
E. Know. No! How know'st thou then t.hat

he did either ?
Brai. sir, because he charg'd me, on
life, to te nobody that he open’d it;
whieh, unless he had done, he would never fear
b have it reveal’d.
E. Know. That's true: well, I thank t.hee
'worm.

[Enter STEPHEN.]

. O, Bnmworm, didst thou not see a fel-
low here in what-sha -esll-lnm doublet? He
hwxht mlno uncle a letter e’en now.

m. e-i master btephen what of him ? 2
ha’ such & mind to beat him ——

'hre is he. canst thou tell ?
Brm. Fnt.b he is not of that mind : he is gone,

Gvnol whwh way? When went he?
since ?
e is rid hence ; he took horse at the

And I staid i’ the fields! Whoreson
roinel O that I had but nhorle

to fetch hlm ba
Bral. Why, you may Iu' my master’s geldmg,

longing, sir.
g Tha'no boots, that ’s the spite on’t.
Brm. y, 8 fine wisp of hay, roll'd lurd
master Stephen.

3 Well-bred.
9 A room in Knowell's house.

’ The Albanian Castrint, whose life wastrans-
lated from the French in 1596 ; known alno as Iskander
) Bey, 8 or 8

IN HIS HUMOUR

217

Step. No, futh it's no boot to follow him
now : let him ¢’en go and hang. Prithee, help
to truss  me a little : he does so vex me

Brai. You'll be worst vex’d when you are El“
truss'd, master Stephen. Best keep unbrac’
and walk dyourself till you be cold ; your choler
msy foun er you else.

By my faith, and so I will
tell’st ‘me ont.
Brainworm ?

Brai. A very good leg, master Stephen ; but
the woollen stocking does not commend it so
wel

btep Foh! the stockings be guod enou, h
now summer is commg on, for the dust : 1]
have a pair of silk agnin’ & winter, that I go to
dwell in the town. I think my leg would shew
in a silk hose —

Brai. Beheveme,mn.sterbuphen.rarel well

Step. In sadness,’ I think it would ; 1 have a
reasonable g eg.

Bra: You hnve unoxoel.lentgood leg, master
St ‘y p it lon, u'
now, lnd Iam very sorry for it. | E'xit.

Step. Another time will serve, Bmmwonn.
Gramercy for this

K. Know. Ha, ha, ha! (Laughs, having read

the letter.)

Step. 'Slid, I hope he laughs not at me ; an ho

do —

E. Know. Here was a letter indeed, to be in-
tercepted by a man’s father, and do him good
with him | He cannot but think most virtuously,
both of me, and the sender, sure, that make the
careful costermonger of him in our familiar (7
epistles. Well, if he read this with patience I'll
be gelt, and troll ballads for Master John
Trundle? yonder, the rest of my mortality. It
is true, and likely, my father may have as much
patience as another man. for he tukes much (»
physic; and oft taking (rhymc makes a man
vel tient. But wonld your packet, Master
Wellbred, had arriv'd at him m such a min-
ute of his' tience | then we had known the end
of it, which now is doubtful, and threatens —
[m: MASTER STEPHEN.] Wbat, my wise [
cousin! Nay, then I 'll furnish our feast with one
gull more toward the mess. He writes to me of
a brace, and here ’s one, that 's three : oh, for a
fourth [ Fortune, if ever thou 'lt use thine eyes.
I entreat thee —

Step. Oh, now Iseo who he laughed at: he
laughed at somebod ady in that letter. By tbll
good light, an he bad laugh adatmp—

K l now How now, cousin Stephen, melan-
cho)

Slrp Yes, alittle: I thought you had laughed
at me, cousin.

E. Knorr. Why, what an I had, coz? What

now thou
How dost thon like my leg.

) wonld you ha’ done ?

Step. By this light, I would ha’ told mme

uncle,

¢ Tia the laces which took the place of buttons. It

md;)lnlnnfnlorben "
3 Against, paration for.
¢ 8erioualy. pre 7 A printer.
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BEN JONSON

v. xiik. .

Art banish’d from their fellowslup and ourstate.
Corbaccio | — bring him near. We here possess
Thy son of all thy state, and confine thee 10
To the monastery of San Spirito ;

‘Where, since thou knevl’lt not how to live well

here.
Thou shalt be learn’d to die well.
orb. Ha! what said he ?
Com. You shall know anon, sir.
l Avoc Thou, Corvino dult
lt.rnﬁht embu-k'd from ﬂnne own house

Round about Vemoe, through t.he Grand Cunl
Wearing a cap, with fair long ass’s ears,
Instead of horns! and so to mount, a  paper
Pian’d on thy breast, to the Berlina.! Yes,

orv.
And have mine eyes beat out with mnkmg ﬂsh
Bruis'd fmt, and rotten eggs — 't is well. I 'm

I llull'not see my shame yet.
1 Avoe And to expiate
'l'hymnpdonetothy wife, thoun art tosend her
3 Pillory.

Home to her father, wnth her dowry trebled :
And these are all your h gments
All. onour’d fathers —— 1~mmm
1 Avoc Which may not be revok'd. No==wsm

Whenonmumduundput.ndhl:—t
unish’d,

Toth?nkwhntymmm.mAnym:l

Letalldutuotheumthumuded.
Takohem-t.nnd love to study cm.ll-dm =

Like beuh,hll they be fat, and them
[Ex!n_.i

Vox.ron [comes forward].
“ The of a play is the a
Now, tho e Fox be punish’d by the lawmmms,
He yet doth hope, there is no nﬂ"rn! ae, -

For any fact 2 which he hath done ‘gainst
1f°am’. ‘:'l: censure him; here he EI'

If not, fare jovially, and clap your hands.”
* Dead. (BEr==)
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Subd. So, sir!
Facel; ‘When all your alchemy, and your alge-

ra,
Your minerals, vegetals, and animals,

Your mmng, ocoz’ning ;! and your dozen of

. “w
Could u:ot“'relieve your corpse with so much
en
Would make you tinder, but to see a fire ;

Iyg" you count’nance, credit for your oodn,
our stills, ¥our glasses, your materials ;

Bhuilt youn a furnace, drew you customers, “

Advanc'd all your hlack arts; lent you, beside,

A house to practise in —

. Your master’s house !
Face. Where you have studied the more
thriving skill
Of bawdry, since.

Sub. Yes, in your master’s house.
You and the rats her:‘ie t passession. s
Make it not strange.? I know you were one

oould keep
The buttery-hatch still look’d, and save the

chippings,
Sell the ﬂn beer to aqua-vitae men,?
The which, together with your Cbristmas vails ¢
At W'rll;d-plil',‘ your letting out of ocoun-
]

Made you a pretty stock, some twenty marks,
And gave you credit to converse with cobwebs,
Here, since your mistress’ death hath broke up

house.

Face. You might talk softlier, rascal.

Sub. ﬁo. you scarab,
1°'1l thander you in pieces. I will teach you e
How to beware to tempt a Fury again
‘That earries tempest in his hand and voice.

Face. The place has made you valiant.

Sub. No, your clothes.
Thou vermin, have I ta'en thee out of dung,
So poor, so wretched, when no living thing e
Would keep thee company, but a spider or

worse ?
Rais’d thee from brooms, and dust, and wat'r-

-pots,
Suhhm“"g thee, gnd exalted thee, and fix'd thee
In the third region,” call’d our state of grace ?
Wrought thee to spirit, to quintessence, with

ins 0

WoulJ tkw?ice have won me the philosopher’s
worl

Put thee in words and fashion ? made thee fit

For more than ordinary fellowships ?

Giv'n thee 1Q,.hy oaths, thy quarrelling dimen-

sions
‘Thy rules to cheat at horse-race, cock-pit. cards,
Dice, or whatever gallant tincture ¥ else ? )
Made thee a second in mine own great art ?
And have I this for thanks! Do Jou rebel ?
Do you fly out i’ the projection ?
‘Would you be gone now
. 2 Don't pretend to forget.
the beer intended for the poor to liquor-dealers.

5 A game of cards.
¢., to the card-players.
hnical jargon of alchemy. 8 A plishment.
¢ the moment when succeas is near.

|

)

ONesU .
~

[ 3

Dol. Gentlemen, what mean you ? »
Will you mar all ?

Sub. Slave, thou hadst had no name —
Dol. Wi;l you undo yourselves with civil

war
Sub. Never been known, past equi clibanum
The heat of horse-dung, under ground, in oel-

Or an ale-house darker than deaf John's ; been
-

lost
To all mankind, but laundresses and tapsters,
B‘golmll)owgzkm hoh p:rein?
A ears you, sov.
Face. Sirrah you_ v you were oivil.
. Nay, general, I thought you
Face. 1shall turn desperate, if you grow thus

loud, -
Sub. And hang thyself, I care not.
o p———— 1L
al ture "n
Sinoce i‘.l'nouyh'::ttl mov'd me —re
Dol. [Aside] O, this ‘]l o’erthrow all.
Face. Write thee up bawd in Paul’s; have

Of cor'ning wich & hollow eoal, d

coz'ning with a hollow , dust, scrapings.

Searching for things lost, with a sieve and

shears, ™

Ereotin{ figures in your rows of houses,10

And ta ;:g in of shadows with a glass,

Told in letters ; and a face cut for thee,

Worse than Gamaliel Ratsey’s.1!
Dol Are you sound ?

I will have 100

ace.
A book, but rarely reckoning thy impostures,
Shall prove a true philosopher’s stone to

HSI:' y;m your senses, masters ?

printers.
Sub. Away, you trencher-rascal !
ThFace. £all Out, you dog-leech !
e vomit o prisons ——
Dol. ‘Will you be
Your own destructions, gentlemen
FF«}ce. B ' & b‘Slizkill spew’d out 18
'or lying too heavy o’ the et.
Suz.m Cheater!
Face. Bawd !
Sub. Cow-herd !
Face. Co
Sub. Cutpurse !
Face. Witch !
D Ome!

ol.
We are ruin’d, lost ! Ha’ you no more regard
To youg lre utations ? Where ’s your judgment?
'Slight, 109
Have yet some care of me, o' g republic—
Face. Away, this brach!18 I'll bring thee,
rogue, within
The statute of soreer{, tricesimo tertio
Of Harry the Eighth:'4 ay, and perhaps thy neck
Within & noose, for laund’ring gold and barbing
it. .

# Astrologieal tricks. 1 A notorious highwayman.
1 lé.ﬁrlllg more than his sbare of rations.
13 Bitch.
1 33 Henry VIII, the first act against witchcraft in
England.
1 Sweating " and clipping the coinage.
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Noomatter, Dol becanse

ot

b o you see?
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.~ vou shall not open them, in-

Not forth,
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v smowh-rampant. The right is,

voo mandon'd me, and he will keep

you look — for

all your fig- *

" deed. Wherefure, good part-

....; 1 ~he, b satisfied @ for here 10

.o o indentare tripartite
ot Dol and Faceo Al can do

Lo

t A fawmous pirate.

3 Fnda.

s> ON v. V.

-+ help you over the wall, o’ the back-side.
B -.-uld ou a sheet to save your velvet gown,
Yol.
.~ will be officers presently, bethink you 14
» some course suddenly to scape the dock ;
*or thither you'll come else. (Svme knock.!
Hark you, thunder.
Suh, You are a precious fiend !
O, {without.] Open the dnor,
Face. Dol, 1 am sorry for thee i' faith; but
hear'st thou ?
It shall go hard but I will place thee some-

where : e
Thou shalt ha’ my letter to Mistress Amo —
Dol, Hang you.

Fare. Or Madam (aesarean.

Jol. Pox upon you, rogue,
Would I had but time to beat Kf::.:e!

Fuee. Subtle,
Let's know where you 'll set up next; 1 will
send you ™

A customer now and then, for old acquaintance.
What new course have you ?

Sub, Rogue, I'Il hang myself;
That I may walk a greater devil than thou,
Aud hannt thee i’ the Hock-bed and the but-

tery. [Ereunt.; .
ScENE V.4

{Enter’ LovewIT [in the Spanish dress, with the
Parson. Loud knocking at the door.,

Lore. What do you mean, my masters ?
Mam, witheut.,, Open your dour.
Cheaters, bawds, conjurers,
O, [without ) Or we 'll break it opes.
Lore, What warrant have you ?
Offi. {without.] Warrant enough, sir,
doubt not,
If you Il not open it,

Lore, Is there an officer there?
O, without.] Yes, two or three for failing.?
Lore, Have but patience. !

And I will open it straight.
[ Enter FAcE, as butler.]

Faer, Nir, ha' you dune’
I4 it a marriage ? Perfect ?
Lo, ex, my brain.

Fueo, Off with your ruff and c¢loak then; be
_vnln'\v". sir,

Sur, "without.] Down with the door.
Kus, [without ‘Slight, ding® it open.
Lo, !u)rl'nl'n![ the lluur.] Hild.

Hold, gentlemen, what means this violence? »

MamymoN, SURLY, KasTRIL, ANaNis, Tais
CLATION and Ofhicers rush in.)

Mam. Where is this collier ?

Sur, And my Captain Face?
Mam. These day-owls,

Sur. That are birding® in men's purses.
Moam. Madam Suppusitory.

Kas. Doxy., my suster.

¢ Rreak.
T Stealing

¢ An onter room in the same.
¢ For fear of tailing.
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LV THE HONEST WHORE: Part I
Cas. Makes the better for the jest. Vio. Customers with a murrain {3 Call you
Cand. 1 pray come near, you're very wel- | these customers?
come, ts. “ Cand, Pn.uence. good wife.
pardon my man’s rud for I fear me Vio. Pox a’ your patience.

H’as talkt above a prentice with you. Lawns]
[Slwwmg lawns.]

Look m kind gentlemen, this—no— ay —

* Take this upon my honest-dealing faith,
To be a true weave, not too nor lluck
Bnto en as far from falsehood as from black. 1
Well, how do you rate it ?
. Very conscionably, eighteen shillings

Cu. That ’s too dear : how many yards dou
ﬂu whole wheee contain, think you
y, somo seventeen yards, I thmk

How mnoh would urve your turn, I pray ?
Cas. , let me see — would it were better

too
Cand. Truth 'tis the best in Milan, at few

Cas. Well, let me have then — a whole penny-
worth,
Caud Ha, h. lré:m re a merry gentleman.
Cas. A &enn 0!
Cand.
Cas. Of lawn ? Ay, of hwn, a penn’orth.
’Sblood. dont not hear? A whole penn orth

mre
d Deaf? no, sir; but I must tell you,
©ur wares do seldom meet such customers.
. Nsy, an you and your lawns be oo

fare you well.
Caud lguy stny a word pra; signor: for

vht is i
=g§} hmt 's '.hat to you: I'll luve

a penn
axu; A penny-worthl Why you shall. 1 "ll

werve you ntly.!
2 Pren. 'Sfoot, a penny-worth, mistress |
Vio. A penny-worthl Call you these gentle-
men ?
Cas. N not there

What then, kmd gentlemen, what, at
thn corner here ?

Cas. No, nor there neither;
11l have it just in the middle, or else not. _ 10¢

Cand. Just in the middle — ha — you shall
Ha too: w;:at’ ’

ve you a single penny

Cas. Yes, here 's one.

Cand. Lend it me, I f)ra

Flu. An excellent followed jest !

Vio. What, will he spoil the lawn now? 10

Cand. Patience, wife,

Vio. Ay, that patience makes a fool of you.
— Gentlemen, you might ha’ found some other
eitizen to have made a kind gull? on, besides

my husband. 18
Cand. Pray, gentlemen, take her to be a
Do not ¢ rogard 'her language. — O kind soul,
er la ind so
Sach will drive away my customers.’
1 At onoe. 2 Dupe.

Geo. 'Sfoot, mistress, I warrant these are

some choat companions, ! ™

you, lgentlemen, there ’s_your

I thank you, ﬁour money here ;

pray know my shop, pray let me have your
ocustom.

Vio. Custom, quoth’a!

Cand. Let me take more of your money. 10

Vio. You had need so.

Pio. Hark in thine ea.r, thou st lost an hun.
dred ducats.

Cathell well, I know 't: is 't possible that

omo
Should be nor man, nor woman : not once mov’d
No not at such an wguri not at all
Sure he 's a pigeon, ] has no gnll
Flu., Come, come, you 're angry though you
T it:
You 're vext i’ faith ; confess.

Cand. Why, gentlemen,
Should you conceit me to be vext or mov’d ? 1
He has my ware, I have his money for't,

And that ’s no argument I ’m angry : no:
e best logician cannot prove me so.
FIu 0 nt the hateful name of a penn'orth

And then out % th’ middle of the piece. - 14
, I guess it by myself, 't would move a lamb
Were he a linen-draper, 't would, i’ faith.
C'aml’1 Well, give me leave to answer you for
that:
We are set here to please all customers, 148
Their humoursand their fancies ;— offend none ;
We get by many, if we leese by one.
May be his mind stood to no more than that,
A penn’orth serves him, and ’mongst trades
't is found
Deni g. nn m-tl'n it may cross a pound. 54
e that means to thrive, with patient eye
Must please the devil if he come to buy!
Flu. O wondrous man, patient 'bove wrong
or woe,
How blest were men, if women could be so!
Cand. And to express how well my breast is

l
And satmﬁed in all : — George fill a beaker. 1
Exit GRORGE.
I'll drink unto that gentleman, who lately
Bestow'd his money with me.
God 's my life,

Vio
We shall have all our gains drunk out in beak-

To mke "amends for pennyworths of lawn! 1a
[Rel-enter GRORGE [with beaker).

Cand. Here wife, begin you to the gentleman.
Vio. 1 begm to him Spills the wine.)
an eorge. 11’t up again:
T waa my fault, my hand shook. Ezit GRORGE.
How strangely this doth show !

A puueut man linkt with a waspish shre

s Plague. ¢ Fellows. § Lose.
























L i

THE HONEST WHORE: Part I

407

wear myself for want of shift, too. Prithee, put

me into wholesome napery, and bestow some
commodities upon us.

V Rmhmathaucambnos.udthe lawns

t to do, wife? To lavish out my

. L)
N F i P Soadls, eat1 the fool, o al or 'l s
hﬂu orovn, tba.t it scarce go or
five shi

2 Pm you hur, sir? You’re best be

quiet, and uy a fool tells you so.

Fus. Nails, I think so, for thou tell’st me.

Cand. An ou angry, su',becauul nam’

thee fool ?

me, you are not wise in my own house »
And to my face to play the antic thus.
7] 'llnaed-phy the madman, choose a stage
 compaas, where few eyes may note

.Your astion’s error : but if still you miss,
As here i:m do, for one clap, ten will hiss, %
oounn.ho talks to me, as if I

v-o a sourvy
2 Pren.

Sirrah Georgo. I ha’ thought upon a
dmco how to break his pate, buthnmsoundly.
lh%l;u: away.

3 Prea. I’II go in, pass through the house,
give some of our fell low-prentices the watch-
word when they shall enter; then come and
feteh my master in by a wile "and place one (s
im the hall to hold him in oonferenoc, whilst we
ond'el the gull out of his coxcomb.

[Exit 2 Prentice.)

away, do 't.

V‘o. Mlllti call twice for these cambrics and
lawns ? ™
Cand. Nny m. you anger her, George;

ithee d
Fl !%Ewo of the choicest pieces are in the
vauh
Cand. do fetch them present] i 10
zit 1 Prentice.

F us. AHO' make haste, sirrah.
y were you l“o‘l a stranger all this
vhllo. being my wife’s cousin ?
. Stranger ? No sir, I'm a natural Mﬂaner

Cand I perceive still it is your natural gmse
to mistake 2 me, but you are welcome, sir; 1
much wish your acquaintance.

Fus. My acquaintance ? I scorn that, i’ faith ;

1 hope my acquaintance goes in chains of [1o
gold three and fifty times double: — you know
who [ mean, coz; the posts of his gate are a-
painting too.3

Re-enter the 2 Prentice.

2 Pren. Signor Pnndnlfo the merchant de-

sires erence with y
Cand. Signor Pmdnlio? I'll be with lnm

straight,

Attend your mistress and the gentleman. Exrit.
1 Retract. 3 l(l-underlund
e o oy o2 T s

ot T bettar. (Rhys.)

Vio., When do you show those pieces ?
F us. Ay, when do you show those pieces ?
ly, sir, presently :
we are but ¢

] P
t.hem. 111
Fus. Come, : you flat-cap,* where be.
these whit.u

[Re-enter 1 Prentice with pieces.)

Geo. Flat-cap ? Hark in your ear, sir, you 're
a flat fool, an ass, a gull, and 1’1l thrum 6 you.
— Do yon see this cambric, sir ? 128
. 'Sfoot coz, a good jeat, d:d you hear

lnm? He told me in my ears, I was a ‘* flat
fool, an ass, a gull, and f’ll thrum you: —do
you see this cambrio, sir ? "

Vio. What, not my men, I hope ? 120

Fus. No, not your men, but one of your men,
i’ faith.

1 Prea. 1 pray, sir, come hither, what say you
to thm ? Hore s an excellent one. ™

hy me well ; cut me
oﬁ some alf-score yards,

Pren. Let iour whores out ; you 're an im-
pudent coxcomb ; you get none, and yet 11
thrum you — A very good ca.m bric, sir. w

Ful Again, agnm. as God udge me ! 'Sfoot,

({ stand thru re with me all
{ yet 1 get nothmg
Pren. A word ray, sir, you must not be

. Prentices have hot bloods, mngfellows
— What say you to this piece? k you, [1s
’tis so delicate, s080ft, 80 even, 8o fine a thread,
that a lady may wear it.

Fus. 'Stoot, I think so; if a knight m.
my punk, & lady shall wear it. Cut me of
twent yards ; thou 'rt an honest lad.

ren. Not without money, gull, and 1 'll

rum

All i}nll we'll thrum you.

Fus. O Lord , sister, did you not hear some-
thing cry thrum ? Zounds, your men here make
a plain ass of me. ™

Vio. What, to my face so lmpndent ?

Geo. Ay, in a cause 8o honest, we 'l not suffer
Our master’s to vanish monoyleu

Vio. You will not suffer them ?

2 Pren. o, and Xou may blush, e
In going about to vex 8o mild & breast,
Asi u our master's.

Take away those pieces,
Cousm. I give them freely.
us. Mass, and I'll take em as freely.
All. We'll make you lay 'em down ugn.m
more freely.
[Thry all attack FusTigo with llmr

clubs,)
Vio. Help, help! my brother will be mur-
dem£ P v

Re-enter CANDIDO.
Cand. How now, what coil 7 is here ? Forbear

say.
[Ezreunt all the Prentices except the
1 and 2.
Geo. He calls us flat-caps, and abuses us.
¢ Citizen. § Beat,

¢ Pleases. 7 Turmoil.
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blood, smootheth the skin, enliveneth the eye,
strengtheneth the veins, mundifieth 1 the teeth,
comforteth the stomach, fortifieth the back, [
and quickeneth the wit ; that 's all.

Emil. By my troth, I have eaten but two
spoonfuls, and methinks I could discourse most
swiftly and wittily already.

Maq. Have you the art to seem honest?

Bian. W. t advice and practice.

Mag. hy, then, eat me o’ this posset,

uicken your blood, and preserve your beauty.
Bo ou know Doctor Plaster-face ? by this card,
he 1s the most exquisite in forging of veins, [ss
rightening of eyes, dying of hair, aloeking of
:ﬁinl. blluhms of chevks, surphling? of breasts,
blanching and bleaching of teeth, that ever
made an old lady gracious by torchlight; by
this curd, la. ©

Bian. Well, we are resolved, what God has
given us we'll cherish,

Maq. Cherish an 'ni saving {our husband ;
keep Him not too high, lest he leap the pale:
but, for your beauty, let it be your saint ; {s
bequeath two hours to it every morning in your
closet. I ha’ been {gung and yet, in my con-
science, I am not abov: five and twenty : but,
believe me, preserve and use your beauty; for

outh and beauty once gone, we are like bee- [0

ives without homey, out-o’-fashion apparel
that no man will wear: therefore use me your
beauty.

Eml. ﬁy, but men say —

Maq. Men say! let men say what they [ss
will: life o’ woman ! they are ignorant of our
wants. more in years, the more in perfec-
tion they grow ; if they lose youth and beauty,
they gain wisdom and discretion: but when our
beauty fades, good-night with us. There ro
cannot be an uglier thing than to see an old
woman: from which, O pruning, pinching, and
painting, deliver all sweet beauties |

. [Music within.]
Bian. Hark ! music | “
Magq. Peace, ’tis i’ the dulohess' bedl;;nlnmber.

Good rest, most prosperouslygraced ladies.
Emil. Good night, sentinel.
Bian. Night, dear Maguerelle.
Exeunt all but MAq.
Maq. May my posset's operation send you my
wit and honesty; and me, your yoath and [m
beauty ; the pleasing’st rest ! Ezt.

Scene V.2
A Song [within].
Whilst the song is singing, enter MENDOZA with
his sword drawn, standing ready to murder

Feaxmzeash the duchess’ chamber.
—hmuh:v"!hefi{.h“ﬁm uchess’ chkam M

All [within,] Strike, strike !
Awr, amtln'n.'] Save my Ferneze | O, save my
erneze

1 Cleanseth.
$ Treating with cosmetics.
3 The same.

Enter FERNEZE in his shirt, and is receiv'd upon
MENDOZA’S sword.

All [within.] Follow, pursue !
Aur. [within.] O, save Ferneze !
Men. Pierce, ;;ieme! — Thou shallow fool,
drop there
He that attempts a princess’ lawless love 3
Must have broad hands, close heart, with Argus’

eyes,
And baok of Hercules, o else he dies.
Thrusts his rapier in FER,

Enter AurkLIA, PIETRO, FERRARDO, BIL10OSO,
CEL80, and EQuaTo.

All. Follow, follow !
Men. r?la“lnd off, forbear, yo most uncivil
o
Pietro. Strike !
Men. Do not ; tempt not a man resolv’d: 10
MENDOZA bestrides the wounded body
of FERNEZE, and seems to save him.
Would you, inhuman murderers, more than
death ?
Aur. O poor Ferneze !
Men. Alas, now all defence too late !
Aur. He 's dead.
Pietro. I am sorry for our shame.— Go to
your . 1
Weep not too much, but leave some tears to shed
When I am dead.
Aur. What, weep for thee ! my soul no tears

shall find.

Pietro. Alas, alas, that women’s souls are
blind !

Men. Betray such beauty ! 2

Murder such youth! Contemn civility !
He loves him not that rails not at him.
Pietro. Thou canst not move us: we have
blood enough. —
And please you, la:lfv. we have quite forgot
All your defects : if not, why, then — »
Aur. Not.
Pietro. Not: the best of rest: good-night.
Ezxit PieTRO, with other Courtiers.
Aur. Despite go with thee !
Men. Madam, you ha’ done me foul disgrace ;
you have wrong’d him much loves you too

much: go to, ‘y‘our soul knows you have. n
Aur. I think I have.
Men. Do you but think so ?
Aur. Nay, sure, I have: my eyes have wit~

nessed thy love: thou hast s too firm for

me. »

Men. Why, tell me, fair-cheekt lady, who
even in tears art powerfully beauteous, what
unadvi passion struck ye into such a vio-
lent heat against me ? Speak, what mis- [e
chief wrong’d us? What devil injur’d us?

peak.
Aur. The thing ne’er worthy of the name of
man, Ferneze ;
Ferneze swore thou lov’st Emilia ;
Which to advance, with most reproachful
3

breat
Thou both didst blemish and denounce my love.
Men. Ignoble villain! did I for this bestride
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Mal. Hark! lust cries for a surgeon. What
news from Limbo? How does the grand cuck-
Lucifer ? ™

‘er. O, help, help! conceal and save me.
FRERNEZE stirs, and MALEVOLE helps

him up and conveys him away.
Mal. Thy shame more than thy wounds do
grieve me far: .

Thy wounds but leave upon thy flesh some scar ;

But fame ne'er heals, still rankles worse

worse ;
Such is of uncontrolled lust the cnrse. 10
Think what it is in lawless sheets to lie ;
But, O, Ferneze, what in lust to die |
Then thou that shame respect’st, O, fly con-

verse
With women’s eyes and lisping wantonness | 1e¢
Stick candles 'gainst a virgin wall’s white back,
If they not burn, yet at the least they’ll black.
Come, I’ll convey thee to a private

‘Where thou t live (O happy man 35 from

ocourt.
‘The beauty of the day begins to rise,
From whose bright form night’s heavy shadow
170

N

flies.
Now gin close plots to work; the scene grows

And craves his eyes who hath a solid skull.
Ezxeunt.

ACT III

Scenk 11 .
Enter P1xrR0, MENDOZA, EQUATO, and BiLi-
080.

Pietro. 'T'is grown to youth of day: how
shall we waste this hight ?
My heart ’s more heavy than a tgrnnt's crown.
Shall we go hunt ? Prepare for field.
Exit EQuaTo.
Men. Would ye could be merry !
Pietro. Would God I could! Mendoza, bid
'em haste. Exrit MENDOZA. &
I would fain shift place ; O vain relief |
Sad souls ‘?‘y well change place, but not change

grief :
As deer, being struck, fly thorough many soils,?
Yot atill the shaft aticks fast, so——

Bil. A old simile, my honest lord. 10

Pietro. 1 am not much unlike to some sick
man

‘That long desired hurtful drink ; at last

Swills in and drinks his last, ending at once

Both life and thirst. O, would 1 ne’er had

known
My ow‘lll dishonour! Good God, that men should
o8

1ire 18
To search out that, which, being fonnd, kills all
Their joy of life! to taste the tree of knowledge,
And then be driven from out paradise! —
Canst give me some comfort ?
Bil. My lord, I have some books which [
have been dedicated to my honour, and I ne’er
read 'em, and yet they had very fine names,

1 A room in the Duke’s Palace. 2 Streams.

Physic for Fortune, Lozenges of Sanctified Sin-
cerity ; very pretty works of curates, scriveners,
and schoolmasters. y, I remember one [is
S , Lucius A S

Pietro. Out upon him ! he writ of temperance
and fortitude, yet lived like a voluptuous epi-
cure, and died like an effeminate coward. —
Haste thee to Florence: »
Here, take our letters; see 'em seal'd ; away |
Report in private to the honour'd duke
His daughter's fore’d disgrace; tell him at

length
We know too much: due compliments® ad-

vance:
There ’s naught that 's safe and sweet but ig-
norance. Exit, =

[Enter* Bux;cA.

Bil. Madam, I am going ambassador for
Florence ; 't will be great e es to me.

Bian. No matter, my lord, you have the
lease of two manors come out mext Christmas ;

ou may lay your tenants on the greater rack [14;
¥or it: and when you come home again, I
teach you how you shall get two hundred pounds
a~year lﬁ your teeth.

Bil. How, madam ?

Bian. Cut off so much from house-keep- [
ing : that which issaved by the teeth, you know,
is s)j: by the teeth.

il. "Fore God, and s0 I may; I am in won-
drous credit, lady.

Bian. See the use of flattery: I did ever [so

1 you to flatter greatness, and you have
profited well : any man that will do 80 shall be
sure to be like your Scotch barnacle,5 now a
block, instantly & worm, and presently a great
goose : this it is to rot and putrefy in the bosom
of greatness. s

il. Thou art ever my politician. O, how
happy is that old lord that hath a politician to
his young lady! I'll have fifty gentlemen shall
attend upon me : marry, the most of them [s0
shall be farmer’s sons, because they shall bear
their own charges ; and they shall go apparelled
thus, — in sea-water-green suits, ash-colour
cloaks, watchet stockings, and popinjay-green
feathers : will not the colours do excellent?

Bian. Out upon 't! they 'll look like citizens
riding to their friends at Whitsuntide ; their
apparel jnst so many several parishes.

Eil. have it so ; and Passarello, my fool,
shall go along with me ; marry, he shall be in
velvet. . n

Bian. A fool in velvet !

Bil. Ay, 'tis common for your fool to wear
satin; I’ll have mine in velvet.

Bian. What will you wear, then, my lord? s

Bil. Velvet too ; marry, it shall be embroid-
ered, because I 'l1 differ from the fool somewhat.
I am horribly troubled with the gout: nothing
grieves me, but that my doctor hath forbhidden
me wine, and you know your am or [s0

3 80 Q,. complaints. ¢ Q, omits I1. 36-176.
§ A kind of wild geese were supposed to grow from
barnacles. :
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Euodmo‘nth singing ; make that trne,ul
’ made the other.

1 Page. Faith, my lord, I did but dream.
and ou eay, prove not always true;
they may hfh.m .th goodi :.:ord but not in a
(ood song. truth is, lost my voice.

Pietro. Lost thy voice ! How ?

1 Page. W)t.h reumnq. futh but here’s a

e nt ye.

m goodlord?
Pietro. Sing of lu:g‘ -

the song shall be surely full of vanety [0
old crotchets, and most sweet closes ; it slmi
humorous, ve, fantasti

dnl; y,onomall,anddlmono
Pxésyn;nl:;;lwomz mg my[u
(] [}

grows oculpable
: Song [by 3 and 3 Pages].
SoExe V.3

[{To Pietro] Enter MALEVOLE, with cross-bow
and pistol.

Pietro, Ah, so, 8o, sing. I am heavy walk
off ; Ilhllhlkmmyllpep walk off.

E.nu
Mal. Brief, brief: who ? The Duke! Good
heaven, t 0]

Shonka lt:mble upon greatness | — Do not lleep,
uke ;

Give yo -morrow. 12 must be brief, duke,

1am fee d to murder thee : — start not : — Men-

Hondonlnrdmo'here ’s his gold, Inlpmtol

Cross-bow, [and sword : ’tudlso firm as earth

0 fool. fool choked with the common maze
idiots, creduli ty! 10

Knko plm thine heu-! Wlmt. thy sworn mur-

r!
Pietro. 0. can it be ?
Mal. Canl
Pietro. Discover'd he not Ferneze ?
Mal. Ye;. but why? but why? For love to
15
M much | To be reveng’d upon his rival,
Who betng i, vatped wm, By thi hand
ng n. suppos ine own hands,
Dofondod y mmre thee most loath-

ous with thy loose princess: %
Thon luj;.f' ielding egrees and regress to her,
llde’-t him helr whos:{ot unquiet lust !

St.rugl‘lltl toun’d dxy sheets, and now would seize
Pohtwunl Wuemnn! Death ! to be

Led to the stake like a bull by the horns;
To mnke even kindness cut a gentle throat |
Life, w ylrt thon numb’d ? Thou foggy dul-
Lives not mors fnth in u home-thrusting
Than i m‘:.E:le fencing tip-tap courtiers?

1 Vanity, frivélity. ’ Its; X
3 The same, eon?.hmd. . wﬂy. Qe you

Enter CEL80, with a hermit’s gown and beard.

Pietro.]5 Lord Malevole, if this be true —
al. If! Come, shade thee with this dis- [
guise, If! Thou shalt handle it; he shall
thank thee for klllmg thyself. (,ome. follow my
directions, and thou shalt see strange llexghts
Ptetro ’World whither wilt thou?
Mal. i.‘m the devil, Come, the tnorn

As uwkm- is the soul of state.
Ezeunt.,

ACT IV
Scenk LS
Enter MAQUIBILL!‘ Icnoclcing at the ladies’

q. Medam, medam are you stirring, m
dam? if you be stirring, :’nedn.m —ifI thought.
I should disturb ye —

[Enter Page.]

Page. My lady is up, forsooth.
Magq. A pretty boy, faith: how old art thon ?
Page. I think fourteen,
Magq. Na{oan ?e be in the teens —are ye a
gentleman Do you know me? My name
Magquerelle ; I lie in the old Cunny-
oourt. 1

Enter BIANCA and EMILIA.

SjPagc .] See, here the ladies.
ian. A fair d ay to ye, Maquerelle,

Enmil. Is the duchess up yet, sentinel ?

Mag. O ladies, the most abominable mis-
chance ! O dear ladies the most piteous dis- [1s
aster | Ferneze was taken last night in the dnc
ess’ chamber. , the duke catcht him
kill’d him !

Bian. Was he found in bed ?

Magq. O, no; but the villanous certainty is, 20
the door was not bolted, the tongue-tied hatch
held his Keace 8o the naked troth i is, he was
found in his shirt, whilst I, like an arrant beast,
lay in the outward ohamber. heard nothing ;-
and et they came by me in the dark, and 7!‘

felt them not, like a senseless creature as

wu O beauties, "look to your busk-points ;7
1f not chutely, yet charily: be snre the door

Is your lord gone to Florence ?
B:an Yea. aquerelle.

Maq. 1 hope you ’ll find the discretion to pup
chase a fresh gown 'fore his return. — Now, by
my troth beauties, I would ha' ye once wise.
He loves ye ; pish ! He is witty ; bubble ! Fair-
proport)oned mew | Nobly-born; wind ! Let [=
this be still your fixed pomhon esteem me
every man according to his good gifts, and so

e shall ever remain most worthy to be most
ear ladies.

8 Qq. Cel. ¢ Pulace of the Duke.
7 The tags of the laces fastening the *‘busk,” the
whale-bone in the front of the stays.
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Pass. 1'l take it [drinks]: —so. Now I'll
in a health to Madam Magquerelle. [ Drinks.]
al. Pooh ! 1 will not pledge her.

Pass. Why, 1 your lord. »

Mal. I care not.

Pass. Not pledge Madam Maguerelle| Why,

then, will 1 spew up your lord again with this
fool’s ﬁlﬁer. X
Mal. Hold ; I'll take it. [Drinks.)

Haf Now thou hast drunk my health, [s
fool, 1 am friends with thee. .
Pass. Art? art?

‘When Griffon! saw the reconciled quean
Offering about his neck her arms to cast, ©
He threw off sword and heart’s nullgn'-:t spleen,?

And lovely her below the loins
Adieu, Madam Magquerelle. Erit.)
Mal. And how dost thou think o’ this trans-
formation of state now ? “

Magq. Verily, very well ; for we women alwa
note, the fsllx’nx of the one is the rising of tK:
; some must be fat, some must be lean ; some
must be fools,'and some must belords ; some must
be knaves, and some must be officers ; some [®0
must be beggars, some must be knights ; some
must be cuckolds, and some must be citizens,
As for example, I have two court-dogs, the
most fawning c the one called Watch, the
other Catch: now I, like Lady Fortune, some-
times love this dog, sometimes raise that [ss
dog, sometimes favour Watch, most commo ¥
fancy Catch. Now, that dog which I favour
feed ; and he 's so ravenous, that what I give he
never chaws it, gulps it down whole, without
any relish of what he has, but with a 'ﬂ;eedy (o
expectation of what he shall have. The other

now
al. No more do%; sweet Maquerelle, no
more dog. And what hope hast thoun of the [e
Duchess Maria ? Will she stoop to the duke’s

lure ? Will she come, thinkest
Maq. Let me see, where’s the sign now ?
Ha'ye o’er a calendar ? Where ’s the sign, trow
70

you )

Mal. Sign! why is there any moment in that ?

laq. O, believe me, a most secret power:
look ye, a Chaldean or nn.Aa?rian, I am sure
%t was a most sweet Jew, told me, court any
woman in the right sign, you shall not miss.
But you must take her in the right vein [
then ; as, when the sign is in Pisces, a fishmon-
ger'’s wife’is very socable; in Cancer, a preci-
sian’s wife is very ﬂexib(e; in Capricorn, a
merchant’s wife hardly holds out ; in Libra, a
lawyer's wife is very tractable, especially if s
ber husband he at the term; only in Scorpio
%tis very dangerous meddling. Has the duke
sent any jewel, any rich stones ?

Enter CAPTAIN.
Mal. Ay, Ithink those are the best signs to [es
take a lady in. your favour, signior, I must
disconrse wi

with the Lady Maria, Altofront’s
duchess ; 1 must enter for the duke.

3 A bero in Orlando Furioso. (Reed.)
3 Bullen’s emend. Qq. sfream.

Capt. She here shall give you interview. I [»
received the guardship of this citadel from the
good Altofront, and for his use I'll keep't,
till I am of no use.

Mal. Wilt thou ? O heavens, that a Christian
should be found in a buff-jerkin ! Captain Con-
science, I love thee, captain. (Exrit Captain.) s
We attend. And what hope hast thou of this
duchess’ easiness ?

Magq. 'T will go hard, she was a cold creature
ever; she hated monkeys, fools, ‘ﬂ'esteu. 00
and gentlemen-ushers extremely ; she had the
vile trick on’t, not only to be truly modestly
honourable in her own conscience, but she would
avoid the least wanton carriage that might in-
our suspect ; as, God bless me, she had almost
brought bed-pressing out of fashion; I [1s
could scarce get a fine for the lease of a lady’s
favour onoce in a fortnight.

Mal. Now, in the name of immodesty, how
many maidenheads has thou brought to the
block ? 1o
Mag. Let me see : heaven forgive us our mis-
deeds! — Here ’s the dachess.

Scexe 11.2
| To them) enter MARIA with Captain.

Mal. God bless thee, lady !
Maria. Out of thy company ! ’
Mal. We have brought thee tender of a hus-

Maria. I hope I have one already. s

Magq. Nay, by mine honour, madam, as good
ha’ne’er a husband as a banished husband ;
he’s in another world now. I’ll tell ye, lady.
I have heard of a sect that maintained, when
the husband was asleep the wife might law- [0
fully entertain another man, for then her hus-
px;‘m!il was as dead ; much more when he is ban-
ished.

Maria. Unhonest creature ! 1

Magq. Pish, honesty is but an art to seem so:

Pray ye, what ’s honesty, what 's constaney,
But fables feign'd, odd old fools’ chat, devis'd
By jealous foo

to wronf our liberty ?
al. Molly, he that loves thee 18 a duke,
Mendoza ; he will maintain thee royall{, love [
thee ardently, defend thee powerfully, marry
thee sumptuously, and keep thee in despite of
Rosicleer 4 or Donzel del Phebo. There 's jewels :
if thou wilt, so ; if not, so.
Maria. Captain, for God'’s love, save poor
wretchedness ]
From tyranny of lustful insolence !
Enforce me in the deepest dungeon dwell,
Rather than here ; here round about is hell.—
Omy dear’st Altofront! where'er thou
breathe,
Let my soul sink into the shades beneath, =
Before I stain thine honour | "T is & thou has 't,
And long as I can die, I will live chaste.
Mal. 'Gainst him that can enforce how vain
is strife |

3 The same. ¢ Heroes in The Mirrour of Knighthood.
b Q, this.















484 JOHN MARSTON v. V.
Mal. You o'er-joy’'d spirits, wipe your long- O you of fairer soul,

wet eyes. o PIETRO and AURELIA. Control »

Hence with f.hu man (kicks out MENDOZA) : m With an Herculean arm
eagle takes not flies. This harm ;

You to your vows (to PIETRO andArhxm) Andomtuohaﬂoldbu&mda

and thou into the suburbe.! Which still must write of fools, 'lnl- 't writes

To MAQUERELLE. of men!
You to my worst friend I would y give;
EPILOGUS

Thou art a ;:ierfeet old knave (to BiLioso): all- |

pleas’d live
You two unto my breast (to CELso and the
Captain) : thou to my heart. (To MARIA.)
The rest of idle actors idly part : I
And as for me, I here assume my rig] .ﬁ
To which I hope all ’s pleas’d good-

C’onuu, a flourish. Exeunt omnes.

AN IMPERFECT ODE, BEING
BUT ONE STAFF

SPOKEN BY THE PROLOGUE.

To wrest each hurtless thought to private sense
Is the foul use of ill-bred impudence :
Immodest censure now grows
L ;)vex--mnbe
t innocence be ne’er so dlute. (]
Yet to the last
She is defil’'d
With too nice-brained cunning.

1 The disreputable district.

YouR modest silence, full of heedy lhlh.,
es me thus speak : a vdluntary illness

1s merely 3 senseless ; but unwilling error

Such u p from too rash yvnd:hl far

Mnywellbecall’dlflul but not a sin: ’
Rivers take names from founts w they be

Then let not too severe an eye
The slighter brakes 3 of our reformed Muss,
Who could herself herself of faulta demt,
But that she knows 't is easy to correct,
Though some men's labour: troth, hm-ﬁ.
As long as wisdom ’s not profees’d, but wit.
Then till another’s ¢ happier Muse appears,
T e e onartfal lompe pleased Fas

ow lamps It. impart
Art above nature, ;ndﬂ;nt above art, »
Receive this leoo, hope nor fear yet

He that knowu most knows most how much he
wanteth.

* Wholly. 3 Flaws. ¢ Ben Jonson's.
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8Sir C. Sir, 1 it, and remain indebted
Even to the Lelt% unable! we;'.l ° L
Come, gentlemen, see it tend’red down |2

[Exzeunt.)
[Scexz II1.]3
Enter WnDOLL, melancholy.

Wen. I am a villain, if I apprehend ¢ -
Bat I:ﬂh s thonghtf Then, to attempt the

Slave, thou art damn'd without redemption. —
I "1l drive uw.z.tbis passion with a song. .
A song! Ha, ha! A song! Anif,fon(f‘mln.

Thy eyes could swim in laughter, when thy

Lies drench’d and drowned in red tears of

blood !
11 pray, and see if God within my heart
Plant better thoughts. Why, prayers are medi-

tations,

And when I meditate (oh, God forgive me!l) 10

It is on her divine ections,

1 will forget her; I will arm myself

Not ¢’ entertain a thought of love to her;

And, when I come by:{uwe into her presence,

I’ll hale these balls until my eye-strings
M

erack.
From being pull’d and drawn to look that way.

Enter, over the Stage, FRANKFORD, his Wife,
and NICHOLAS [and erit).

O God, O God! With what a violence

1’m hurried to mine own destruction !

There goest thou, the most perfectest man

That ever England bred a gentleman, 20

And shall I wrong his bed ? —Thou God of
thunder !

Stay, in Thy thoughts of vengeance and of

wi
Thy great, n’lmigl:ty. and all-jndging hand

From y execution on a villain, —
A villain and a traitor to his friend. »
Enter JENKIN,
Jen. Did your worship call ?
Wen. He doth maintain me; he allows me
largely
Money to spend.
Jen. By mf’ faith, so do not you me: I cannot
get a cross of you. 2

Wen. My gelding. and my man.

Jen. That’s Sorrel and 1.

Wen. This kindness grows of no alliance®
*twixt us.

Jen. Nor is my service of any great acquain-

tanece.
Wen. I never bound him to me by desert. s
Of a mere stranger, a poor gentleman,
A man by whom in no kind he could gain
He hath plac’d me in the height of ail his
thoughts,

Made me companion with the best and chiefest

As necessary as his digestion,
And equnllf do make him whole or sick.
And shall I wrong this man? Base man! In-

te
Hast llou the power, straight with thy gory
M

To rip thy image from his bleeding heart,

To scratch thy name from out the holy book
Of his remembrance, and to wound his name
That lllmld. thy name so dear? Or rend his

eart
To whom thy heart was knit and join'd to-
gether ? — .
And yet I must. Then Wendoll, be content!
Thus villains, when they would, cannot repent.
Jen. What a strange humour is my new mas-
ter in! Pray God he be not mad ; if he should
be 80, I should never have any mind to serve [us
him }n Bedlam. It may be he's mad for mise-
of me.
en. What, Jenkin! Where'’s your mis-
tress ?
Jen. Is “‘onr worship married .
Wen. y dost thon ask ?
Jen. Because you are my master: and if I

| have a mistress, I would be glad, like a good

servant, to do my duty to her.

Wen. I mean Mistress Frankford. -

Jen. Marry, sir, her husband is riding out of
town, and she went very lovingly to bring him
on his way to horse. Do you see, sir ? Here she
comes, and here I go.

Wen. Vanish ! [Exit JENKINS.] 1

Enter M18TRESS FRANKFORD.

Mrs. F. You are well met, sir ; now, in troth,
my husband
Before he took horse, had a great desire
To speak with you; we sought about the

house, .
Halloo'd int’o the fields, sent every way,
But could not meet you. Therefore, he enjoin’d
”

me
To do unto you his most kind commends, —
Nay, more: he wills you, as you prize his love,
Or hold in estimation his kind friendship,
To make bold in his absence, and command
Even as himself were present in the house ; s
For you must kee%hin table, use his servants,
And be a present Frankford in his absence.
Wen, I thank him for his love. ;—
[Aside.) Give me a name, you, whose infec-
tious tongues
Are tipt with gall and poison : as you would
Think on a man that had your fatherslain, s
Murd’red your children, made your wives base
strampets,
So call me, call me 80 ; print in my face
The most stigmatic 7 title of a villain,
For hatching treason to so trne a friend ! L)
Mrn.L F'LS"} you are much beholding to my

In Yorkshire. He cannot eat without me, @
Nor laugh without me ; I am to his body

1 Feeble. 4 Conceive.

1 Pald over. § Foolish.
3 Frankford's house. ¢ Relationship.

Yon are a man most dear in his regard.
Wen. 1 am bound unto your husband, and
you too.

1 Opprobrious.
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And I am ung’d into ltrlﬁe And from my looks exile sad discontent.

What tol;ch.t sy ? any word that Their wontod favours in my tongue shall

t
His credit, or her repntnhon, Till I know all, I'll nothing seem to know. —
It is as hard to enter my belief, Lights and a table there] Wife, Master
As Dives into heaven. ‘endoll, us
Ni I can gain nothin And gentle Master Cranwell |

ich.
They are two that never wrong’d me. knew

before
*T was but & tlunkle-oﬁee,nnd haps n
As much as is my service, or
Is'orth All this Iknov butthu,und

Hmbynwdmgm,oonldmthm

To lmothcr such a heinous wrong from you.
I saw, and I have sai
Frank. 'Tis probl.blo. Though blunt, yet he

is honest.
Thouh I durst pawn my life, and on their

aith
Hmrd the dear ulutwn of my soul,
Yet in my trust 1 mn.g
May this be true ? Oh, ma: nt? Canlt be? ®
Is it by any wonder ible ?
Man, woman, what thing mortal can we trust,
When friends and bosom wives prove so un-

?
thtlgt;m‘ hast thou of this strange re-

Ni es, [master,] eyes
Frauk y eyes may be deceiv'd, I tell

For d:imld' an angel from the heavens drop
ow!
And n’t!mtometh.tthylelf hast told,
He should have much ado to win belief ;
In their loves I am so confident. 0
Nich. Shnlil’ I discourse the same by circum-

stance
Frank. No more ! To supper, and command

your fellows
'l'o attend us and the ltranﬁrul Not a word,
unothee, on thy life ! ret then ;

N ich. 1 am dumb and, now that I Imve
eas'd my awmach 3
Ivﬂlgoﬁllmyltomwh [Exit.]
Fra | Begone 1 —
She is well born, deaoended no i
Virtuous her education ; her repute
¢ Is in the general voice of all the country 100
" Honest and fair ; her carriage, her demeanour,
Inall her actions that concern the love
To me her husband, modest,’ chute, snd godly.
Is all this seeming zold copper ?
But he, that Judas thsc th borne Goi Furs
Hath me for asin. O
Shall Ipnt up these wrongu? No' Shall I

The buere rt of this suspicious groom

Before the s:ublegxlt. the well-hatch’d & ore

Of their two houta? No, I will lose these
thoughts 110

Distraction 1 vnll banish from my brew,

1 Evidence. 2 Resentment. 3 Of noble origin.

Enter MisTRESS FRANKFORD, MASTER WEN-
pOLL, MASTER CrANWELL, NICHOLAS and
JENKIN with cards, carpets, stools, a
necessaries.

Frank. O! hMufar Cranwell, yon are a
stranger

And g{lten ’balk‘ my house; faith, y’are a
url

Now we have sup 'd, a uble. and to cards!

Jen. A pair$ of Nieholas, and a carpet

to cover the ublel Where 8 Cxcely.vnth her [1n

counters and her box ? Candles and eandlesticks,

there | Fie! We have such a household of ser-

ving-creatures! Unlessit be Nick and I, there’s

not one amongst them that can saybotoa

goose. — Well said,® Nick ! ™

They spread a carpet: set down

lights and cards.
Mrs. F Come, Mr. Frankford, who shaH take

m
anlc Marry that will I, sweet wife. 1
Wen No, by my faith, when you are to-
ge er, I sit out. It must 'be Mistreas Frank-
ord and I, or else it is no match.
Frank. I do not like that match.
Nich. [As:dz] You have no reason, m..rry

knowin; ’Iz
"Tis no great matter, neither. —

Colne, Master Cranwell, shall you and I take
them up ?

Cran. At your lple‘sure. sir.

Frank. 1 must look to you, Master Wendoll
fo:; you’'ll be playing false. Nay, so will my

Ntdl [Ande] Ay, I will be sworn she will.

Mrs F. Let them that are taken playing hlse
forfeit the set !

Franlc Content ; it shall go hard but 1’11 uke

Cran Gent]emen, what shall our game be ?
Wen. Muter Frankford, you play best at

Franlculiyou shall not find it so ; indeed, you

Mrs. F. 1 can Play at nothing so well as
double-ruff.10
Frank. If Master Wendoll and my wife be
together, there’s no playing against them at
double-hand.
Nich. I can tell you, sir, the game that Mas-
ter Wendoll is best at. us
Wen What game is that, Nick ?
Nich. Marry, sir, knave out of doors.
Wen She and I will take you at lodam.
Mrs. F. Husband, shall we play at saint ?

¢ Avoid. 8 Be their opponents.

5 Pack. 9 A game like cribbage.

¢ Well done. 2 An earlier kind of whht.
7 Be my partner.
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THE EPILOGUE
AN honest crew, dis, to be merry,
Came to a tavern by, and call'd for wine.

The drawer brought it, smiling like a che
And_tald them it was pleasant, neat and
0,
¢ Taste it,’ ?:xoth one. He did so. ‘Fie!'
(quoth he) [

‘Thinlwin’owu ; now 't runs too near the
ee.

Another sipp'd, to give the wine his due,
And said unto the rest, it drunk too flat;

1 Pure.

The third said, it old ; the £ toomew;
Neay, qnomth a:p'ﬁ.f.th, the lhrpn.m lik-:n'
not. »
Thus, tleme see how, in one hour,
The :vf:: 'e“ :'nmld, ﬁl‘:,'lhlﬂ!, l'ut,'aﬂ

sour,
Unto this wine we do allude$ our play,
‘Which some will judge too trivial, some too
ve:
You u‘l;u- guests we entertain thisday, u
And bid you welcome to the best we have.

Excuse us, then; wine may be disgrac'd,
When olv‘:’ry morﬁlo‘:onth Inth’ sundry taste.

3 Compare.
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Even that girut watch of Midsummer-day at
ight. :
Lm:;%eshnw me, sir, 't weregood I yielded,

en §
Weak women cannot hope, where valiant men
ve Do resistance.
Hum. Yield, then; I am full
Of pit[. though I say it, and can pull B
Out of my pocket thus a pair of gloves.
Look, d%nc’. look; the dog’s tooth nor the
ve's
Are not so white as these ; and sweet they be,
And whipt3 about with silL, as you may see.
If you desire the price, shoot from your eye ®
A ﬁum to this place, and you shall espy
F 8, which is to say, my sweetest honey,
They cost me threeand twopence, or no money.
. Well, sir, 1 take kindly, and I
thank you:
What would you more ?
Hum. Nothing.
. ‘Why, then, farewell. s
Hum. Nor so, nor so; for, ]ndy, i must tell,
Before we part, for what we met together :
God grant me time and patience and fair

weather |

Luce. Speak, and declare your mind in terms
80 brief,

Hum. I shall: then, first and foremost, for
relief %

of
L eall to you, if that you can afford it;

care not at what price, for, on my word, it
Shall be repaid again, although it cost me
More then 1’1l speak of now ; for love hath tost:
me
In furious blanket like a tennis-ball,
And now I rise aloft, and now I fall. .
Luce. Alas, ﬁod gentleman, alas the day! -
Hum. 1 thank you heartily ; and, as I say,
"Thus do I still continue withont rest,
I th’ morningelike a man, at night a beast, 100
Roaring and bellowing mine own disquiet,
*That much I fear, forsaking of my diet
“‘Will bring me pr tly to that quandary,
1 -Lb:ll bid all adieu. Now. by S

ce. ow, by St. Mary,

That were great pity !

Hum. So it were, beshrew me ; 18
Then, ease me, lusty Luce, and pity show me.

. y, 8ir, you know my will is nothing
wort! .

Without my father’s grant ; get his consent,
And then you may with assurance try me.

Hum. The worshipful your sire will not deny

me ; 110
For I have askt him, and he hath repli'd,
“Swe«;t %Ia.s't.er Huamphrey, Luce shall be thy
ride.
Luce. Sweet Master Humphrey, then I am

content.
Hum. And 80 am I, in truth.

. Yet take me with you ;3
1 The * 1 military of the citi , em-
bodying all the companies, for the purpose of forming a

regular guard for the city during the ensuing year,”

(WEMM 3 Hear me out.

for ’t.
mWife. That ’s my

There is another clause must be annext, w
And this it is: I swore, and will perform it,
No man shall ever joy me as his wife

But he that stole me hence. If you dare vent-

ure
l.am yomzs (you need not fear ; my father loves

you) ;
If not, farewell for ever ! b
um. Stay, nymph, stay: 1

I bhave a double gelding, oolour’{in;my.
Sprung by his father from Barbarian kind ;
Another for myself, though somewhat blind,
Yet true as trusty tree.

Li I am satisfied ;

hand. Our course must

1€ 138
Through Waltham-forest, where I have a
riend
Will eutertain us. So, farewell, Sir Humphrey,
And think upon your business. Exit,
Though I die,

Hum,
I am resolv’d to venture life and limb
For one so young, so fair, so kind, so tnmE 12
zil.

Wife. By my faith and troth, George, and as
am virtuous, it is e’en the kindest young man
that ever trod on shoe-leather. — Well, go thy
ways ; if thou hast her not, 't is not thy fault,
*faith. 138
Cit. 1 prithee, mouse, be patient; ’'a shall
hnv? her, or I'll make some of ’em smoke

r 't
lamb. Geogze.—Fie.
is stinking tobacco kills me 14 would there [
were none in England! — Now, I pray, gentle-
men, what good does this stinking tobacco do
you ? Nothing, I warrant you: make chimneys
o’ your faces ! Oh husband, husband, now, now ',
there 's Ralph, there 's Ralph. us

{ScenE IIL]

Enter RALPH, like a Grocer in's 8{:? with two,
Prentices [T and GEORGE]), reading * Pal-'
merin of England.” !

Cit. Peace, fool! let Ralph alone. — Hark
you, Ralph ; do not strain yourself too much at
the first. — Peace ! — Begin, Ralph.

Ralph. [reads.] Then Palmerin and Trineus,
snatching their lances from their dwarfs, [s
and clasping their helmets, gallopt amain after
the giant ; and Palmerin, having gotten a sight
of him, came rooting amain, saying, ‘* Stay,
traitorous thiet | for thou mayst not so carry
away her, that is worth the greatest lord in [10
the world ; "’ and, with these words, gave him a
blow on the shoulder, that he struck him be-
sides S his elephant. And Trineus, coming to
the knight that had Agricola behind him, set
him soon besides his horse, with his neck [
broken in the fall ; so that the princess, gettin,
out of the throng, between joy and grief, said,
¢ All happy knight, the mirror of all such as

¢ Qq. men. s Ooft.

uce.
And so I give my
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mi

She koops ; 8 hundsuiue boy. ubunt el Il
Kuow whut she does with him,
when.
(Come. sir, you me to & womau's mldne-
The glory of & fury : aud if ] do nut
Do 't w the beight —
Krng. What buy is this she raves at ¢
Mey. Al ! gwnl-mmdud priuce, you kuow
uot these things !
] aiu loth to revend ‘e, Keoep this fault.
As yuu ‘uuld koep your health frum the hot

10
the . or. by Heaven.
I will not full alove. What ] have kuown
Shull be us public as Jmm ; ull tongues
Shull speuk it s they do the languuge they
Are bory in. u» free and commonly ; 1 °L set it,
Like a igious 5 star. for all o guze ut, 17
And wo high snd glowing. that other kingdoms
fur und foreign

Shall rud it there. puy. travel with it, till they

No wnzue tw mauke it more, nur nv more pov-

And J'e.. behold the i-.ll of your fuir priveess !
King. Hax she a w

Cle. huyleue your p‘u’e.l bhave seen a boy !

On her. M fn.r boy.
(Go, get you to your quarter:

For dnu time I will study to forget you.

Meg. Do you study o forget me, and 1°11

study "
To forget you,
Ereunt Kina, Meara. and Guard.

Cle. Whv, here's a male spirit fit for Her-
culen, If ever there be Nine Worthies of women,
this wench shull ride astride and be their cap-
tain. w

Dion. Sure, khe has a garrison of devilk in her
tongue, she uttored such balls of wild-fire. \lne
hax #o nettled the King. that all the doctom in
the conntry will searce cure him. That boy was
a Ktrange ~found-out antidote to ¢ ure her 1o
infeetion ; that boy, that princess” hoy that
brave. chaste, virtnous luh % bay; and a fair

bov. 2 wellapoken boy ! All these "eonxidered,
ean make nothing elsee but there | leave you,
geent lemen, W
Thra. Nay, we'll go wander with you,
Ereunt.
ACT 111
Scexsy 1.3
Enter Iion, CrLrnemont, and THRABILINE,
Cle. Ny, cllmhﬂﬁm. 't is trne.
Dion. Ay ; and "tis the gods

That rain'd this punishment, to scourge the
Kiug

With his own ixsue, Is it not a shame

For us that should write noble in the land, [

For us that should be frecmen, to behold

A man that iy the bravery of hix age,

¢ “xs, owlnovus. ¥ The court of the palace.

Philuster, pmtdn'nfnnl his roval righ:
By this regurdicas King ¥ and oniy losk

Aud see the sveptre ready to be east »
Juto th~ hauds of that ivi s
That lives in lust with & smooth boy . mow w e
married
To _runl strunge prince. who, but thar peeple
CRne

Tulmhnn be & prince. is born a alave
1u that which should be his most noble par:. 5
Hix mind ¥
Thra. That man that would mot stir witk: va
To aid Philuster, lot the r forgetr
Thaut such a creature walks upon &e exrti. !
Cle. Philuster 5 tov buckward in 't humeedi.
The geutry dv await it, and the people., ’
Aguinst their nuture. ure all bent for him.
And like a field of standing corn. that '» moved
With a stiff gule. their heads bow all om war
Livn. The only cause that drawr Philane
Frow this sttempt is the fair princess” love. s
Which be admires. and we can now eontus.
Thra. Perhaps he 'll not believe it
Dwn “ by . gentlemen, 't is without qusstim

Ck ’thmwﬂﬁm“

But hovuhdlve.ifbebem"uk
Upon bis faith ¥
We al] are satisfied within ourselves
Nince it is true, and tends ti his owe
11 niai]u- this new report to v mwy knoe-
edpe ;
I'lsay I know it ;nay. I'll rwenr I saw = 8
Cio. It will be best
Thra.

Drion.

'T will move him.
Enter PRILASTER.

Here he eoms
we huve spent

Dion.
Good morrow to your honour :
Some time in secking you.
Pha. My worthy frends.
You that can keep your memorics to know
Your friend in miseries. and cannot frown &
On men disgrac’d for virtue, a good day
Attend you all! What service may 1 do
Worthy your acceptation ?
Dion. Ny good Jord.
We come to urge that virtne, w hich we koow
Lives ;‘n “-iuur breast, forth. Rise, and make l
A
The nobles and the le are all dull'd
With this usurping king: and not a man.
That ever heard the word, or knew such 2
thing
Ax virtue, but will second your attempts.
Phi. How honourable ix this Jove in you 3
To me that have deserv'd none! Know, m¥
friends, .
“You, ;hut were born to shame your poor Phi-
aster
With tuo much eonrtesy.) I could afford
T'o melt myself in thanks : but my designs

3 Scrupulous. ¢ Raise an armed force
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Are not yet ripe. Suffice it, that erelong = Bion lmow you him my lord ?
[ shall em youlom but yet the time P, [Andc ellandsmknowlmnl—Su',
Is short of w eceiv’d ;

Dioup.w'l;he t.tm u fllller, sir, than you ex-
That which hereafter will haps, be
w A not, perhaps,

By violence, may now be eaught. As for t.he

Yon knov the people have lm:g hated him ;

But whom lov'd —
P Whe, whe 3‘ °’

.21‘ By what loﬂ.h’d as much as he,
Phi. what strange means

Dion. v She'’s known = whore.
y Thou liest.

A L]

Qffers to drax and is held.
And thou shalt fool 11 1 had thought 'thy

mind

Had been of honour. Thus to rob a lady
Of her name is an infections sin
Not to be pardon’d. Be it false as hell, )
T will never be redeem’d, if it be sown

mﬂn le, fruitful to increase
All they s! hear. Let me alone
‘That I may cut off falsehood whilst it springs !
Set hills on hills betwixt me and the man »
'l'lnt utters this, and I will scale them all,

And from the ntmutwpf on his neck,

Like thunder from a cloud.

Dion. This is most strange :
Suare, he does love her.

Phi. I do love fair truth.
She is my mistress, and who injures her 0
Draws vcngeance from me. Sirs, let go my

Thra Nay, good my lord, be patient.
Cle. Sir, remember this' is your honour’d

friend,
That comes to do his service, and will show yon

W}l)y he utter’d this.
Ai. 1 ask your pardon, sir; s

My zeal to truth made me unmannerly :
Sbonld I bave heard dishonour spoke of you,
our back, untruly, I had
As m dmtemper’d and enrag d as now
Dion. But this, my lord, is truth.
Phi. Oh, say not so! »
Good sir, forbear to say so: 'tis then truth,
t womankind is false : urge it no more;
'Ilsh“ lmpoulb;‘e hWhy should you think
e princess light ?
Dion Why, she was taken at it. =
Phi. 'Tis false! by Heaven, 't is false! It
cannot be |
Can it? Speak gentlemien ; for God’s love,

Is’t pou:ble ? Can women a]l be damn'd ?
. Why, no, my lord
Pb then, it cannot be.
Dion. And she was tnken thh her boy.
ﬁh A boy th I What boy ? »
on. page, a at serves her.
Phi, ! Oh,

ods!
Alittle boy ? good &

I umnlt.htﬂocoidéy
If she were lustful, would she u{ou. boy,
'hat knowl not yot desire ? She would lnvo

bhonld moet her thoughts and know the sin ho
Wlneh is t.he t delight ol vnokedne-
Eirel ligh d

You are abuns’d,! and so is she

Dion. How you. my lord ?

Phi. Why, all the world ’s abus’d 1
In an unjust report.

Dion Oh, noble sir, your virtnes
Ca.nnot look into the subtle thoughts of wo-

an |
In short, my lord, I took them ; I m:
Phi. Now, all "the devils, thou dstl Fly

from my rage
Wonld thou t ta'en devils engend’ring

‘When t.hou dld’:t take them | Hide thee from

Would t.hou gndst taken thunderon thy breut,
When ‘;hou didst take them ; or been strucken
For ever; that this foul deed might have
pt
In silence !
Thra. Have you known him so ill-temper’d ?
Cle. Never before.
Phi. The winds that are let loose 1%
From the four several corners of the earth,
And spread themselves all over sea and land
Kiss not a chaste one. What friend bears a
sword
To run me thorough ?
Why, my lord, are you
So mov’d at this ?

When any fall from virtue, 125
Iam dutuct I have an interest in’t.
Dion. Bﬁt’ good my lord, recall yourself, and

thi
Whnt 8 best to be done.
I thank you; I will do it.
Please you to leave me; 1’11 consider of it.
To-morrow I will find your lodging forth, 10

And give you answer.
All the gods direct you

He was extreme impatient.
Cle It was his virtue and his noble mind.
Ezxeunt DioN, CLEREMONT, and
THRASILINE.
Phi. 1 had forgot to ask him where he took

them
I follow Inm Oh that I had a sea
Within my breast, to quench the fire I feel!
More circumstances will but fan this fire :
It more afflicts me now, to know by whom
This deed is done, than simply that ’tis done;
And he that tells me this is honourable, 10
As far from lies as she is far from truth.
Oh, thatl, like beasts, we could not grieve our-
selves

ion.
The readlelt way!

t Deceived.
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To lose it rather by my will than fE-a‘»
C. Fell. I cannot follow the rogue. I’ p::y
w come and kiss me now.
Enter PrARAMOND, Diox, CLEREMONT,
THRASILINE, Woodmen.

Pha. What art thon ?
C. Fell. Almost kill'd I am for a foolish
'mle s knave has hurt :ller. ! —Wh 1
. The prin ntlemen ! — Where ’s
the wound, ml:llun h‘:‘. dangerous ?
He has not hurt me.
C. Fell, By God, she lies ;
the breast ;
Look else.
Pha. O sacred spring of innocent blood !
Dw'th *Tis above wonder! Who should dm

Are Ifelt:tnot
Spe-k. villain, who hag hurt the prin-

C. Fdl hittheprmceu?

Diion

C. Fell. ¥l'luml have seen wmothmc t. 198

Pha. But who has hurt her? ye
Fall. told {on, a rogue; I ne'er saw

Pha. ladun who did it ?
Anl N h So:ins d}nhonasth wu'toh
Alas, now him not, and do forgive him
C. Fell. He ’s hurt too ; he cannot go far ; [1»
1 made my father's old fox! fly about his ears.
ha. ow will you have me kill him ?
Not at all ; ’t is some dutrncted fellow.
Pha By this Iund 1’1l leave ne’er a piece
of him than a nut, and bring him [1s
all to you in my hat,
sir,
If you 1 do u‘:e him, brmg him quick 2 to me,
And I will study for a punishment

h'as hurt herin

Great as Ins fau t. 10
Pha. I w
Are, But swear.
Cha. By all my love, I will, —

Woodmen, conduct the princess to the King,
And bear that wounded fellow to dressing. ——
Come, gentlemen, we 'l follow the chase close.
'reunt [on one side] PHARAMOND,
Dion, Cl.xmmom'. and THRA-
other] ARE-

ret me see [1s

BILINE ; [exit on the
THUSA [«m ded by)
C. Fell. 1 pray you, friend,
the King
Wood That yon shall, and receive

C Fdl If I get clear with this, I'll go see
no more gay sights. Exeunt. 1o

[Scenk IV.]3
Enter BELLARIO,

Bel. A heaviness near death sits on my brow,
And I must sleep. Bear me, thou gentle bank,

2 Alive.

1 Broad sword.
lAmMputoleofom

For ever, if thou wilt. You sweet onu all

Lies down. ]
Let me nnworthy press you ; I oould wish
I rather were a corse strew’d o'er with you s
Than qmok above you. Dulness+¢ shuts mine

And I am gxddy oh, that I could take
So sound a sleep that' I might never wake |
[Sleeps.}
Enter PHILASTER.

PIu 1 luvodonoxl] my conscience calls me

To atnko nt her that would not strike at me. 1
When dld fight, methought I heard her ,

The ’i gund me. Slle ma be abus’d,
a loathed villain ; if she be,
She will conceal who hurt her. He has wounds
And cannot follov nmther knows heme. 5
Who 's this ? B ing | If thou be’st
Gm{ltly there is no jushee l;mt thy slee, .
d ou hast

be so wund and mine, whom
So bro%en (Cry within.) Hark | I am pursued.
I°'l1l take this offer’d means of my escape.
They have no mark to know me ut m blood
If she be true ; if false, let mischi K
On all the world at once! bword pnnt my
wounds

Upon this sleeping bos ! I ha’ none, I think,
Are mortal, nor would 1 lay ter on thee,
ounds BELLARIO.

Bel. Oh, death, I hope, is come! Blest be
that hand !

It meant me well Again, for pity’s sake!
Phi. 1 have caught myself ; Falls.
The loss of blood hath stay’d my flight. Here.

here,
Is he that struck thee: take thy full rewnge ;
Use me, as I did mean thee, worse than death;
1’1l teach thee to revenge. "This luckless hand
Wounded the princess ; tell my followers &
Thou didst receive these hurts in staying me,
And I will second thee ; get a reward.

B;'l Fly, fly, my lord and save our-elf !

P, ow 's this ?
Wouldst thou I should be safe?
Bel. were it vain

For me to live. These little wounds I have
Ha’ not bled much. Regch me that noble

I ’ll help to cover you.
Art thou then true to me ? «w
Bel 0(35 let me perish loath’d! Come, my

80 y
Creep in nmongst those bushes; who does
now

But t.|‘x)at the gods may save your much-lov'd
Phi. Then I shall die for grief, if not for

That 3 l;,nvo wounded thee. What wilt thou

¢ Bleepiness. § Pursuers.
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Dion. [Aside.) Oh, brave followers !
Mutiny, my fine dear countrymen, mutiny ! 10
Now, my brave valiant foremen, shew your

weapons
In honour of your mistresses !
Enter a Second Messenger.

2 Mess. Arm, arm, arm, arm |
King. A thousand devils take "em !
Dion. [Aside.) A thousand blessings on ’em !
2 Mess. Arm, O King! The city is in mu-
tiny, e
Led by an old gray ruffian, who comes on
In rescue of the Lord Philaster.
King. Away to the citadel! I'll see them

safe,
And then cope with these burghers. Let the
120

e,

And all the gentlemen give strong attendance.
Exeunt except Dion, CLERE-
MONT, und THRARILINE.

Cle. The city up ! This was above our wishes.

Dion. Ay, and the marriage too. By my life,

This noble lady has deceiv’d us all.

A plague upon myself, a thousand phfnu, .
of

For having such nnworthy thoughts

honour
Oh, I counld beat myself! Or do beat me,
And I']l beat you ; for we had all one thought.
Cle. No o, 't will but lose time. m
Dion. You say true. Are your swords sharp
— Well, my dear countrymen What-ye-lacks,!
if you continue, and fall not back upon the first
broken skin, Y’ have you chronicled and
chronicled, and cut and chronicled, and all-to
be-prais’d and sung in sonnets, and bawled [1ss
in new brave , that all tongues shall troll
you in saecula s orum, my kind can-carriers.
Thra. What, if a toy 2 e ’em i’ th’ heels
now, and they run all away, and cry, * the
devil take the hindmost ** ? 140
Dion. Then the same devil take the foremost
too, and souse him for his breakfast! If they
all prove cowards, m{icnnea fly among them,
and be speeding ! ay they have murrains
reign to mp tEe gentlemen at home un- [1:3
bound in easy frieze ! Ms‘{ the moths branch?8
their velvets, and their silks only be worn be-
fore sore eycs! May their false lights undo
'em, and discover &reues,‘ holes, stains, and
oldness in their stuffs, and make them shop- [150
rid! May they keep whores and horses, and
break ; live mewed up with necks of beef
and turni]i:l May they have many children,
and none like the father! May they know no
language but that gibberish they prattle to [1s8
their unless it be the goatish Latin they
write in their bonds — and may they write that
false, and lose their debts !

Re-enter King.

King. Now the vengeance of all the con-
found them! How they swarm er | [100
What a hum they raise | — Devils choke your

ul:ll' ¢. shopkeepers, who were in the habit of thus
 Eat patterns on.

her dear

ressing passsrs-|
2 Trifle, whim. 4 Creases.

wild throats | — If a man had need to use their
valours, he must pay a brok: for it, and then
bring 'em on, and they will fight like sheep.
'Tis Philaster, none but Philaster, must allay
thisheat. They will not hear me speak, but [1es
fling dirt at me and call me tyrant. bh, run,
dear friend, and bring the Lord ;hiluhr! Speak
him fair; call him prince ; do him all the cour-
tesy you can ; commend me to him, Oh, my [ir
wits, my wita | Ezit CLEREMONT.
Dion. &A.nde.] Oh, my brave countrymen |
as I live, I will not buy a pin out of your walls
for this. Nay, you cozen me, and F’'ll
thank you, and send you brawn and bacon, and
soil 8 you every long vacation a brace of fore- [17
men,® that at Mi come up fat
“%i'dc fhat they will do with th
ing. t they will do wi is T
prince, the gods know, and I fear. po:).
Dion, [Aside.] Why, sir, they’ll flay him,
and make church-buckets on s skin, to quench
rebellion ; then clap a rivet in’s sconce, and
hang him up for a sign.
Enter CLEREMONT with PHILASTER.

King. Oh, worthy sir, forgive me! Do not
make . 18
Your miseries and my faunlts meet together,
To bring a greater danger. Be yourself,
Still d amongst di have wrong'd

ou ;
And tgough I find it last, and beaten to it,

Let ﬁu]t your goodness know it. Calm the peo-
ple, 10
And be what you were born to. Take your

love
And with i\er my repentance, all my wishes,
And all my prayers. By the gods, my heart

speaks this ;
And if the least fall from me not perform’d,
I be struck with thunder!
i, Mighty sir, 11s
I will not do your greatness so much wrong,
As not to make your word truth, Free the

rincess .
And tf‘:e poor boy, and let me stand the shock
Of this mad sea-breach, which I’'ll either
turn,
Or perish with it.
ing. Let your own word free them. 100
Phi Then thas I take my leave, kissing your

hand,
And hanging on your royal word. Be kingly,
And be not mov’d, sir. 1 shall bring you peace
Or never bring myself back

King. All the gods go with thee,  Ereunt.
[Scexe IV.]7
Enter an old Captain and Citizens with PRAR-
AMOND.

Cap. Come, my brave myrmidons, let us fall
on, .
Let your caps swarm, my boys, and your nimble
tongues

8 Fatten, ¢ Geese. T A street.















THE MAID'S TRAGEDY

PRANCIS BEAUNONT AND JOHN FLETCHER

[PRAMATIS PERSONAE]

Kse. 5
Lenrros, beether to the King . :
Amwme. ‘s ashie Gentieman. |
Domica, ;mul"
Caszavax. aa nid hamorces Lerd, snd father to As-

patia. ;
Craow,
ln.a-m.lsd—' I

a servant. :

;. _Levds, Gentlomen, Servants, ete.]

* Rvapem, wife to Aminter.

' Asraria. troth-phght wife to Aminter.
¢ ANTOIFEILA,

Ourmruas, }'lﬁq'-h-—hl‘h.
!)n.a_.:]l.ﬂy,[mnm]

¢ Masqumms.
Night, Cynthia, Septune, Acolus, [Bes Goda, Wink]

[Scawx. — The City of Rhodes.)

ACT 1

Scxxz 1!

" Enter CLeox, STRATO. LYSIPPCTCS, and Drrm-
LUS.

Cle. The rest are making ready, sir. '
Lys. So let them : there 's time enough. '
Diph. You are the brother to the King, my

lord H
We'll take your word. .
Lys. Strato, thou hast some skill in poetry ; 5
What lhilrlll;'st thou of the masque 2 Will it be :
wel)
Stra. As well as masques can be. !
Lys. As masques can be !
Stra. Yes: they must commend their king.
and speak in praise
Of the ausembly, bless the bride and brid m |
|

I'n person of some god ; they ‘re tied to rules 10
‘({f flattery.

le.

See. good my lord, who is return’d ! .
Enter MELANTITS. ‘

|

|

Lys. Noble Melantius. the land by me
“'oelcmmen thy virtues home to Rhodes;
Thou that with blood abroad buyest our peace !
The breath of kings is like the breath of

g«nln H 15
My brother wisht thee here, and thou art here.
He will be too kind, and weary thee
With u,ftun welcomes ; but the time doth give
thee
A welcome above his or all the world's.
M, MLIm-d, my thanks ; but these scratcht
limbw of mine 20
Have uLmka my love and truth unto my friends,
More than my tongue e'er could. My mind ’s the
sameo

! An apartment in the palace.

. That stirs my blood; and then I

- It ever was to you : where I find worth,

I love the k till be let it go,
And then I m it.
Dtigl. Hail, worthy brother! s
He that rejoices not at your returm
In safety is mine enemy for ever.
.Vel.f ln]dnnk thee, Diphilus. But thou st
a M
I sent for thee to exercise thine arms
With ngflat Patria ; thou cam’st not, Diphilss;
was 111,
Diph. My noble brother, my excuse ]
Is my king's strict command, which you, my
ord,

| Can witness with me.

ys. T is most true, Melastiss;
He might not come till the solemnities
Of this great match were past.
iph. Have you heard of it? 5
Mel.hYes. and have given cause to those that

ere
Envy my deeds abroad to call me esome:
I have no other business here at Rhodes.
Lys. We have a masque to-night, and yos
must tread
A soldier’s measure. .

Mel. These soft and silken wars are met for

me:
The mu:ic must be shrill and all confus'd
danoe with

arms,
But is Amintor wed ?

Diph. This day.
Mel. All joys upon him ! for he is my friesd
W'ondi.r. nt:ic that I call & man so young li
rend :

His worth is great; valiant he is and temper

ate;
And one that never thinks his life his own,
If his friend need it. When he was a boy,
As oft as I return’d (as, without boast, "
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1 brought home conquest), he would gaze upon
me
And view me round, to find in what one limb
‘The virtue lay to do these things he heard ;
Then would he wish to see my sword, and feel
‘The <‘luickm of the edge, and in his hand &
Weigh it. He oft would make me smile at this.
His youth did promise much, and his ripe years
‘Will see it all perform’d.
Enter ASPATIA, passing by.
Hail, maid and wife !

Thou fair Aspatia, may the holy knot .
That thou hast tied to-day last till the hand e
Of age undo 't | May'st
Unto Amintor, that may fill the world
Successively with soldiers ! :

As; My hard fortunes

p.
Deserve not scorn, for 1 was never proud .
‘When they were . Exit.
Mel. ow 's this ? :
You are mistaken, sir ; ¢

Lys.
She is not married.
Mel. You said Amintor was.
Diph. 'Tis true ; but —
Mel. Pardon me ; I did receive
Letters at Patria from my Amintor,
That he should marry her.
Diph. And so it stood
In all opinion long ; bumtr arrivhsle )
Made me imagine you eard the change.
Mel. Who hath he taken then ?
A lady, !i"v

Lys.
That bears the light about! her, and strikes

With flashes of her eye ; the fair Evadne,
Your virtuous sister.
B" i Peace of heart betwixt them! =
ut this is strange.
8. The King, my brother, did it
To oml:lnr you ; and these solemnities
at his .

Mel. 'Tis royal, like himself. But I am sad
My speech bears so unfortunate & sound [y
To beautiful Aspatia. There is rage
Hid in her father's breast, Calianax
Bent long against me ; and he should not think,
If I could call it back, that I would take
So base revenges, as to scorn the state ™
Of his neglected daughter, Holds he still

His greatness with the King ?
8Yel. But this lady

Lys. .
W:.{kl discontented, with her watery eyes
Bent on the earth. The unfrequented woods
Are her delight ; where, when she sees & bank
Stuck full of flowers, she with a sigh will tell »
Her servants what a pretty place it were
To lmr,v lovers in ; and make her maids
Pluck 'em, and strow her over like a corse.
She carries with her an infectious grief, [
That strikes all her beholders : she will sin
The moul:lfnl’ut things that ever ear hath

. hea:
And sigh, and sing again ; and when the rest

ou bring a race

1 8o
whether

. Q, above. The choice of reading depends on
refers to Aspatia or Evadne.

Of our ’0“.5 ladies, in their wanton blood,

Tell mirthful tales in course,? that fill the room

With laughter, she will, with so sad a look, 1

Bring forth a story of the silent death

Of some forsaken virgin, which her grief

Wwill Snt in such a phrase that, ere she end,

She ’ll send them wee&ing one by one away. 10
Mel. She has a brother under my command,?

Like her; a face as womanish as hers ;

But with a spirit that hath much outgrown

The number of his years.

Enter AMINTOR.

Cle. ' My lord the bridegroom !
Mel. I might run fiercely, not more hastily,
gpon my foe. 1love thee well, Amintor;
y mouth is much too narrow for my heart ;
I joy to look upon those eyes of thine ;
’ art my friend, but my disordered speech
Cuts off my love.

Amin. Thou art Melantius; us
All love is spoke in that. A sacrifice,
To thank the gods Melantius is return’d
In safety ! Victory sits on his sword,
As uh‘ei ‘"l‘l. wont. May she build there and

well ;

And may thy armour be, as it hath been, 10
Only thy valour and thine innocence !
What endless treasures would our ensmies give,
That I might hold thee still thus !

Mel I am poor

el.
In words; but credit me, young man, thy
motjler 134

Could do no more but weep for joy to see thee
After long absence. All the wounds I have
Fetcht not so much away, nor all the cries
Of widowed mothers. But this is peace,
And that was war. »

Amin. Pardon, thou holy god
Of marriage-bed, and frown not, I am fore'd,
1'1{1 answer of such m;l()llg_mmmasl those, w

'o weep upon my wedding-day

Md.hg fear thom art grown too fickle ; for I

ear
A lady mourns for thee, nuen say, to death,
Forsaken of thee, on what terms* I know not.
Amin. She had my promise ; but the King
forbad it, 120
And made me make this worthy change, thy

sister,
Accompanied with graces [fnr]l5 above 8 her,
With whom I long to lose my lusty youth

And grow old in her arms.
MeEm Be prosperous! 10
Enter Messenger.
Mess. My lord, the masquers for you.
Lys. Cleon, Strato, Diphilus! We are gone.

Amin. We'll all attend you. —

Lxeunt Lysippus, CLEON, STRATO,

DrpniLUs [and Messenger].
We shall trouble you
With our solemnities.

Mel. Not 80, Amintor ;
2 In turn. ¢ Theo. emend. Qq. omit.
3 Cf. V. 1il. 42. ¢ 80 Q,. Q, and Q, about.
¢ Under what circumstances.
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That sea of blood, that I have lost in fight,
Wmtrll:nninginthyuinl, that it might make
e

Apt to say less, or able to maintain,
Should’st t.l"n)onuymnre! This Rhodes, I see, is
nought
But a place privileg’d to do men wrong.
al. Ay, you may say your pleasure,

Enter AMINTOR.

Amin. . What vile injury 100
Has stirr’'d my worthy friend, who is as slow
To ﬁjllt with words as he is quick of hand ?

Mel. That heap of age, which I should rever-

ence
1f it were temperate, but testy years
Are most contemptible.

Amun. Good sir, forbear. s

Cal. There is just such another as yourself.

Amin. He will wrong you, or me, or any man,
And talk as if he had no life to lose,

Sinoe this our match. The King is coming in ;
E{vzagl nl‘:lOt for more wealth t.hmﬁ I 31.130‘71 110
e perceive you raging. He did hear
You were at difference uowI.Iwhigl: hn;lt’ned_:lligl.
autboys play wi N
Cal. Make room there! v

Enter King, EvADNE, ASPATIA, Lords, and
Ladies.

Kmqo Melantius, thon art welcome, and my

ve
Is with thee still ; but this is not a place 18
Te brabble ! in, — Calianax, join hands.

Cal. He shall not have mine hand. .

King. ‘This is no time
To force you to’t. I do love you both: —

i Y gm look well to your office ; —
And you, elantius, are welcome home, 1%
n ue.

Mel. Sister, 1 joy to see you and your choioe ;

You lookt with m{ eyes when you took that man.

Be ha in hi Recorders? [play).

Evaﬂ:y O, my dearest brlgt{hel]',
Your presence is more joyful than this day 1w
Can be unto me.

THE MASQUE
NIGHT rises in mists.
Night. Ourreign is come; for in the raging?
sea
The sun is drown’d, and with him fell the Day.
Bright Cinthh, hear my voice! I am the
ight,
For wholfn thou bear’st about thy borrowed

light.
Appoarfno longer thy pale visage shroud, s
But strike thy silver horns quite through a

cloud,
And send a beam upon my swarthy face,
By which I may discover all the place
And persons, and how many longing eyes
Avre come to wait on our solemnities. 10

3 Quarrel. 3 Flageolets. 3 Q, quenching.

Enter CYNTHIA,

How dull and black am I! I could not find
This beauty 4 without thee, I am so blind :

Methinks they show like to those eastern
~—Btreaks,

BKS,
That warn us hence before the morning breaks.
Back, my pale servant! for these eyes know

ow s
To sh&?t far more and quicker rays than

ou.
Cynth. Great queen, they be a troop for
whom alone
One of my clearest moons I have put on;

A trooY. that looks as if thyself and I
Had %uckt our reins in and our whips laid
y »

To gaze t'xpon these mortals, that appear
)

Brighter than we.
I& ight. Then let us keep 'em here,
And never more our chariots drive away,
But hold our places and outshine the Day.
Cynth. Great queen of shadows, you are
pleas’d to spe 8
Of more than inay be dome. We may not

The gods’ decrees; but, when our time is
come,

Must drive away, and give the Day our room.

Yet, while our reign lasts, let us stretch our
. power

To give our servants one contented hour, »

With such unwonted solemn grace and state,

As may forever after force them hate

Our brother’s glorious beams, and wish the

Night
Crown’.dhwith a thousand stars and our cold

ight :

For almost all the world their service bend =

To Phoebus, and in vain my light I lend,

Gaz'd on unto my setting from my rise

Almost of none but of unquiet eyes.

Night. Then shine at full, fair queen, and by

thy power

Produce a birth, to crown this happy hour,

Of nymphs and shepherds ; let their songs dis-
cover,

Easy and sweet, who is a haf)pi lover;

Or, if thou woob 't, then call thine own Endy-
mion .

From the sweet flow'ry bed he lies ipon,

On Latmus’ top, thy pale beams drawn away, &

And of his long night let him make a day.

Cynth. Thou dream’st, dark queen ; that fair

boy was not mine,

Nor went I down to kiss him. Ease and wine

Have bred these bold tales: poets, when they

€,
Turn gods to men, and make an hour an age. %
But I will give a greater state and glory,
And raise to time a nobler memory
Of what these lovers are. — Rise, rise, I say,
Thou power of deeps, thy surges laid away,
Neptune, great king of waters, and by me. s
Be proud to be commanded !

¢ 1. ¢. of the court Indies. s Will.
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Many a tall ship will be cast awa;
Descend wlthnll the gods and .lr their power,
To strike a calm,

Cynth. (We thank you for this hour:
My favour to you all.]! To gratulate us
great a service, done at my deslro
Ye shall have many floods, fuller an
Than you have t for ; and no ebb l due

To let the Day see where your dwellings are.
Now back unto your governments in haste, w0
Lest your ploud charge should swell above the

And wm u the island.
Nept. pon We obey.

NxPTUNE descends and the Sea-
Gods, [Ezeunt FAvoNius and

other Winds. ]
C'yuth. Hold qu‘ﬁly head, dead Night ; see’st

y ?
The ast bogms to lighten. I must down,
And give my brother place.

Oh, I could frown 1

To see the Day, the Day that flings his light
Upon my om and contemns old Night !
Let him go on and flame ! I hope to see
Another wild-fire in his axle-tree,
And ;ll fdl drencht. Bat I forget —tpeak

The DayEownon 1 must no more be seen.
eave up thy drowsy head and see

A gmator light, a greater m.

Betveen our set 2 and us | W’l::;’up the team?

The Day breu.ks here, and yon same ﬂulnng
stream$

Shot frmn the south. Say, which way wilt thou

Nioks 11l vanish into mista.
Cynth. I into Day.

Ereunt N1GHT and CYNTHIA.

Finis Masque.
Km% Take hghtl there ! — Ladies, get the
We will not m you lald night, Amintor:

We 'll ease you of that tedious ceremony. 17
Were it my case, I should think time run

slow
If thou be’at noble, youth, get me a boy,
That may defend my kingdoms from my foes.

Amin. happiness to you!

King. Good night, Melantins. Ezeunt.
ACT 1I
[Scexz 1.]4

Enter EvADNE, AsPATIA, DurA, and other
Ladies.

Dul?i ll‘{ndun shall we undress you for this
['4
The wu-s m nak’d that you must make to-

A thanks to every one, and.
he West. Qq Sect, emended by Seward.
nlgme of the court. (Thorndike.)
0 Anh-m to Evadne’s bed-chamber.

Evad. You are very merry, Dula.
Dula. I should be
Far merrier, madam, if it were with me
As it is with you.
d. How 's that?

vad.
Dula. That I might go s
To bed vnth him wi’ th’ credit that you do.
Evad. Why, how now, w ?
Dula. Come, ladies, will you help ?
Evad. T am soon undone.
Dula. And as soon done :
Good store of clotheu will tmubl; you at both.

Evad. Art thou drun
Dula. Why, here 's none but we. 1
Evad. Thou think 'st belike there is no mod-

When w?re alone.
Dula. Ay, by my troth, you hit my thoughts

Evad. %ou prick me, lady
1 Lad, T is against my will.
Dula Anon you must endure more and lw

You ’re best to practise
E Sum, this wench is mad.
Dula. No, faith, this is a trick that I have

Since I was fourteen.
Evad. T is high time to leave it.
Dula. Nay, now I'll keep it till the trick
leave me.
A dozen wanton words put in your head 2
Will make you livelier 1in yonr husband’s bed.
Evad Nay, faith, then take it.%
Dul Take it, madam ! Where ?
We all 1 hope, will take it that are here.
Evaé Nay, then 1’1l give you o’er.
Dul So will I make
The ablect man in Rhodes, or his heart ache.
ﬁv«lzd Wilt take my place to-m¥ht ?

d your cards
Against any two I know.
?vad What wilt thou do ?
Madam, we'll do’t, and make’em
leave play too.
. Aspatia, take her part.
I will refuse it:

She wnll p]uck down a side ;¢ she does not

o
E'uad Why, do, I pntYhee

Dula. ou will find the play
Quickly, becanse your head lies well that way.
Evad. 1 thank thee, Dula. Would thou

couldst instil
Some of thy mirth into Aspatia !
Notlm:lg but. sad thoughts in her breast do
well

Methinks, a mean betwixt you would do well
Dula She is in love: hang me, if I were

But I could run 7 my country. I love too
To do those things_that people in love do.
Asp. It were a timeless 8 smile should prove
my cheek.
8 I. e. the trick. (Thorndike.)
¢ Cause the loss of the game.

7 Drive at a fast pace. 3 Untimely.
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-

Prom my honr of birth :
Tpm my baried body ke
Lightly. gentle earth ®
Zvad. Pie on’t. madam ! The words are so
strange, they L]
Ara abls to make one dream of hobgoblins. —
1 eomld never have the power ™ — sing
Dula.
Dda. ivinging.]
1 eemid never have the
To love one sbove an b“::.r.'
PBat my heart would prompt mine eye -
On srma ther man to fly.
Venas, Aix mine ayes fast,
Or, i nest, give me all that I shall ses at last !

Road. %0, leave ma now.
Dula. Nay, we must see you laid. [

1 Bo Dyos. Q, right. Other Qq. and ¥ night.

night, my Jod
Amin. Much mm.ﬁl
nt [DoLa and] Ladies
1 did that lady . I feel
A gri su h all my veins ;
ine eyes rain is strange at such 2
»
It was the King first mev’d me to’t; but be

Perplex myself t;:nnk m&hn. ;hki}.-l-l.

Gl e T

Would make me think ; I only brake a pres-

And u:::'m King that fore’d me. Timeros

Why shak'st thou s0? Away, my idle feass !
* Artfal ' By tarms.
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(A There "+ a rogue ton,
A voung dissembling slave ! — Well, get you

in.-
I°ll have a bout with that bay. *Tis high time
Now to be valiant ; I confess my vouth v
Was never prone that way, YWhat, made an

ass.
1 Addrassad tn Thesnus. 8 Q, bravely.
30 ~“l...now
-t ation.

s~ 3nr i weEnas
Srzi. Vur wods »e has mot my sister's
m‘r?:m:_{ .
L e T & OQ8 against
Irme » e or pens 3 wkile he
' Tm =~ nerry with my sister; you'l
mage % uuw It e same freedom with 0
nar e
T 2§ IT Y.GT service.

any
lives.

Zeaa. Tien 33+ "s merry enough of bermlf;
2 wuin m kg, Kncek at the door.

s~ W4 uml Ztervupt them. s

2134 Ni mazser: they have the year befor
“1em. . STRAYO knocks at the der]
S ot TV, §¥7¢T. Spare yourself to-day;
Tie w2t vl e again,

2o~ AMINTOR.

~mr T 's kere? My brother! I'mm
. . ]

I DOW aup.

'k as you had lost your eyes tr

.2 22" pot slept.
A I" faith I have not.
.+ Y.z have done better, then. .
+. We ventur'd for a boy; when be it
TEELYe, ’
‘A szill & mmand against the foes of Rhodes
SorLwetemorny?
You cannot : vou want sleep.
"Tis true.— (A side.) But she.
s :f 3=~ had drank Lethe, or had made
Es -z with Heaven, did fetch so still a sleep, *
N sweet and sound —
LEEN What ’a that ?
Amin, our sister fret
This morning ; and does turn her eyes upon ma
As peaple on their headsman. She does chafe

* And kiss. and chafe again, and clap my dleeb.:

She ‘s in another world.
Diph. Then I had lost: I was about to lay
You had not got her maidenhead to-night. .
Amin. [4sde.] Ha! does he not muck me’
You 'd lost indeed ;
I do not use to bungle.
§ Laughing-stock.
¢ Ante-room to Fradne's bed-chamber.
7 No mure dresscd.
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Cleo. ‘You do deserve her.
Amin. (A.ude.) I laid my lips to hers, nnd
that wild breath,

%hat was 80 “Ki;r:lnd rough ::ﬂ me 2”1: mght,
as sweet as 00,
If these be the eff 7t

Enter MELANTIUS,

Mel. Good day, Amintor; for to me the name
Of brother is too duunt we are friends, “

* Doar Melantius!

Let me behold thee. Is it possible ?
Mel. What sudden gaze is this ?
Amin. 'T is wondrous strange !
Mel. Why does thine eye desire so strict a

Of tlut xt. knows so well? There's nothmg

here
'.lht is not thine.
Amin I wonder much, Melantius,
To see those noble looks, that make me think
How virtuous thou art : and, on the sudden,
"Tis ltnn? to me thou shouldst have worth
onour';

Or not be base, and false, and treacherous,
And every ill. "But —
Mel. Stay, stay, my friend ;

1 fear this sound will not become our loves.

0 more ; embrace me.!

Amin Oh, mistake me not !
1 know thee to be full of all those deeds »
That we frail men call good ; but by the course
Of nature thou shouldst be as quickly chang'd
As are the winds; dissembling as the sea,
That now wears brows as smooth as virgins’ be,
Tempting the merchant to invade his face,
And in an hour calls his billows up, '}
And shoots 'em at the sun, destrom\g all

! ’Acari':uon him.— (Aside.) Oh, how near am

To utter my sick thoughts!
Mel. But why, my friend, should I be so hy
nature ?
Amin. | have wed thy sister, who hath vm—
tuous thoughts
Enough for one whole family ; and it is atnnge
That you should feel no want.
Belleve me. this is compliment too cun-

Dtpll &h&t should I be then by the eonrae
of nature,
“They having both robb’d me of so much virtue ? 5
Stra. Oh, call the bride, my Lord Amintor,
That 'e msy see her blush, and turn her eyes

Itis the prott:est sport!
Amin. Evadne !
Evad. (within.) My lord ?
Amin. Come forth, my love ;
Your brothers do attend to wish you joy. 80
Evad [within.] 1 am not ready yet.
nough, enough.
Evad [within.] They ’ll mock me.
Amin. aith, thou shalt come in.

1 The Qq. have no point after more ; F; has a

Enter EVADNE.

Mel. Goodd. morrow, sister. He that under-
stan
Whom you have wed, need not to wish you jo
You have euough : take heed you be notyo ru)us
anh Oh, sister, what have you doneg
Evad. I done! why, what have I done ?

btra Lord Amintor swears you are no
nO'
Eva
Stra. l’ fnth he does. -
vad. I knew I should be mockt. %
Dl ph. With a truth.
Evad. If 't were to do again,

In faith I would not marry.
Amm (Aside.) A\orl by Heaven !
gz Sister, Dula swears
She eard you cry two rooms o
Fie, how you talk !
Dlph Let’s see you walk, Evadne. By my

Y b i1'd.s
ou 're spoil’d.
Mel. Amintor,—
Amin. Ha!
llel. Thou art sad.
Amin Who, 1 ? I thank you for that.
Slmll ﬁlnlus. thon, ‘aud 1, éing a catch ?

Amm Prithee, Jet’s.
Mel. Nay, that’s too much the other way.
Amin. 1'm so light'ned with my happiness | —
How dost thou, love? Kiss me.
Evad I cannot love you, you tell tales of
108

100

Amin Nothmg but what becomes us.—
ntlemen,
Would you had all such wives, and all the

world,
That I mlght be no wonder! You 're all sad:
What, do you envy me? I walk, methinks,
water and ne'er sink, I am som 110
Mel is well you are so,
Am Welll how can I be other,
When she looks thus? —Is there no music
there ?

Let 's dance.

Mel. Why this is strange, Amintor |
Amin, I do not know myself; yet 1 could
wls
My joy were less.
Dxph I’ll marry too, if it will make one

Euad (Amde ) Amintor, hark.

Amin. What says my love ? — [ must obey.
Evad. Youdo itscurvily, 't will be percelv’d
Cleo. My lord, the King is here.

Enter KiNa and Lysirpus.

Amin, Where ?

Stra. And his brother.

King. Good morrow, all | —
Anmintor, joy on joy fall thick upon thee! —
And, madam, you are alter’d since I saw you ;

2 In Qq nnd F this uenunce is given to Evadue, her

name b g & sp tag
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Mel. Hw‘ht:yfxnnd.thx bears more years
Amin. I will not hear: but draw. ¢ | —
Amiator

Mel.
Amin. Draw. then: for | am fuii nr-uhu
As fame and hunuurmcn{atzmt be:
1 unnot linger. Draw
1 do. Bot is not
shmof credit equal with thine,
lfﬁ do stir?
Amin. No; for it will be eall’'d
Hononrmtheequu thy sister’s blood,
If she her birth abuse : and. on th- King
A brave revenge : but oo m«, that have walkt
With patience in it. it wili fix the name
Of fearful cackold. Ub. that word ! Be quick.
Mel. Then. join with me.
Amin. 1 dare not do a sin. =
Or else | would. Be speedy.
Mel. Then, dare pot fight with me ; for that’s
asin. —
His grief distraets him. — Call thy d:n:gl::

Andtothnelf rons,Gnoe xhenmollnend.
And see what that will work. I wiil not fight.

Amin. Yoa must.
Mel. “sheatning his seor. 1 will be kill'd first.
M'J
Offered the ﬁkew ¥ou. "tis X this earth
Shall buy my reason to it. Thick awhile.
For you are I must weep when I speak that
Almost besides yiurs=if. i
Amin,  weuatiiny fus nweerd.
temper
So many swee: w. s f-.m thy slster’s moath,
1 am afraid wocid nake e T
Embrace. azd perd-c
And knuw poos sbkaz |
Of me in whas <& 3 1.0,
Wey. shinks =y friecd

Oh. wy sof:

..

I will forge:
The brav we Lis fa:ne. ne
And fear e of Mapeey
dmin. A curwe fo..om Lat; vus m..h:.'
ave
And cuFer wizhme
M. l . 4+ =hat worth
Shaii vidm=. ard < s,
A s, Faien. I am sick.

And desgeracs,s | rags | ses, aning thus, =
Iferi a kizg 4 v,
M. (2n.e, 2ake again
Your mirth st .t you.
Amirn,
Mei. | werrans 3.
gether ;
Put thine amm here : 5l ohall be well again.
Amon. Ty iove ol wrewhsd ! ay. thy love
Melantin ; o
Why. I have nulhmg elne,

Mel. 3¢ merry, then. Eroun.

I »2all never d., "t
cok ap o we il walk to-

Re-enter MroANTITS,

Mel. THs worthy vnnnz man may d. viclence
Upon himself : but I have cherisht lam
To my best power, and seut him smiling from
me,

My ez wil mever S5l ma.

T commerfur: agan. Swurd. bold thise odge;

Ew~ Jxrmics.

Diphilus! =
D o e ks boum smeh laeghing,
M Barw wnm
D.ja . Wiz, sex sister and the King.
1 duagic e suems break ; they
langis o al
Olid'l_}:tr'm n
. T2y nmsc Diphilus.
Dz e = Must they?
M. mut.

They
Ma..u'rmmr:ud_ﬂlﬂbehﬂo
Thos hads: & e s3xagit. ] would rip it ont,
latvl.m-icusr-

Y & should not ; 1 would firt

h(nelﬂdn:_mr..
Me e =

A-unu. a‘m»'hmpetl

Shall Ly tefore e,
D.;a. Yoa do wrong us both.
Pe:;w bereafzer skal m< say there past
A tued. maer than oer loves. to tie our lives
And deaths sogether.
Ne. Izin a6 modiy said 28 I would wish.
Ar:= l'li .c_ ¥k wioders: we are wrong'd.
' wil ¢ you now. we 'l right

te canse, make ready too.

=. L%pLias tie time requires it, haste i -
Exit IhrsiLes.

caase 3 333t : [ know my blood

3 amd 1 will eredit it. o

Teror. ar-d Jose myself withal,

: amd to sCUfe i presi blv.

1 kad k-1 =t. whkich -misery )

ns ic the hands of my old enemy

Calisrax — tat | mast have it. See e

Resw-y CALIANAX.

Wkere b+ comes shaking by me ! — Good my
lond.
F.revt y.ur spleen tome. I never wrong'd you
3 viid have peace with every man.
*Tis well;
If 1 dare: £icht. your tongue would lie at quiet.
M... You're touchy without all cause.

C-.. Do, mock me. »
M... By mine honour, I speak truth.
(AT Honour ! where is t!
M... Sv. what starts you make

Inzo dle hatred. to my love

And freedom to you. I come with resolution
To .-ht.nn a suit of you.
A suit of me!
Tx- n-—\- like it should be granted, sir.
Me.. Nay. yo not hence.

I 1 Race, stock.
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Amin. 'T is true ; and, till these happy slgns
in thee
Did stay my course, 't was thither I was gomg
Asp. Thou art t.here already, and these
wounds are h
" Those thmu 1 brought with me sought not re-

==.

== But eune to fetch this blessing from thy hand :

L_ Iam A.lpam yet. o |

Anm Dare my soul ever look abroad again ?
I shall sure live, Amintor; I am well ;
A kmd of healthful joy wanders within me.

=" Amin. The world wants lives to excuse thy

o=

loss ; e
== Cgme, let me bear thee to some place of help.
=3 A:p. Ammtor, thou must stay; 1 must rest

=
+ ltrengt‘l begins to disobey my will.
- gz' dost thou, my best soul Izould fain live
Vo', lf I eonld ouldst thou have lov’d me,

= A-u Alal
- Al that I am ’s not worth a hair from thee l
= Asp. Give me thy hand ; mine hands grope
up and down,
JAnd cannot find thee; I am wondrous sick.
Mave I thy hand, Amintor ?
Amn. ou greatest blessing of the world
thou hast.
A? I do believe thee better than my senu.
maust go ! farewell |
min. She swoons.! — Aspatia | — Help! for
's sake, water,
Bach as my chain hfe ever to this frame ! —
eak | — What, no help yet? 1 fool !
P chfe her temples. Yot there’s nothmg

Bome luddan power tell her, Amintor calls,
And let her answer me | — Aspatia, npeak!-—
I Iuvo hend if there be any life, but bow
and it vnll ow itself. ns
she !l ! 1 will not leave her yet
(s ce we must challenge nothing,
'llulllt mercy, if you'll pity me,
You heavenly, powers, and lend for some few

The bﬁuod soul to this fair seat again ! 0
No comfort comes ; the gods deny me too.
1"l bow the bod fyolw(ugmn . — Aspatia | —
'lu'ln l‘(;Ill is fled orl evei and I wrong
30 long to lose her company.
l’”lhlknow? Here stobemththee love!
Kills Iumse{f

Re-enter Servant.
Serv. This is a great grace to my lord to

~  have the new king come to him. I must tell
he is ent’ring. — Oh, God ! — Help, help!

Enter Lysippus, MELANTIUR, CALIANAX,
CLEoON, DiPHILUS, and STRATO.

- Lys. Where's Amintor ?
-~ 8tra. "

h, there, there!
1 Qq. sounds.

mpbanss . 17 ey

Lys How strange is this!
% Vhat should we do here ? 150
Mel Thhese deaths are such acquainted things
wit!
Thst et my heart dissolves not. May I stand
en for ever! — Eyes, up your

rs |
This is Ammtor Heart, he was my friend ;
Melt! now it flows. — Annnwr, give a word
o call me to thee.
Amm. Oh
Mel. Melantius calls his friend Amintor. Oh,
Thy arms are kinder to me than thy tongue !
Speak, speak | 20
"Amin. What ?
Mel. That little word was worth all the

sounds

That ever I shall hear again.

Diph. Oh, brother,
Here lies your sister slain ! You Yose yourse|
In mrow ere.

Why Diphilus, it is 28

A thmg to laugh at, 1n respect of this.
Here was my sister, father, brother, son ;
All that I had. — Speak once again; what

Llen slim there by thee ?
Tis Aspatia.

My lut is und Let me give up my soul m
Into th‘v [Dies.)

Cal. hat s that? What ’s that ? Aspatia ]

Mel. I never did
Repent the greatness of my heart till now ;
It will not burst. at need. 17

Cal. My daughter dead here too! And you
have all fine new tricks to grieve ; but I ne'er
knew any but direct orying.

Mel. I'am a prattler : but no more
[Offers to stab himse(f. ]

Diph. Hold, brother

Lyn Stop him.
° Diph. Fie, how unmanly was this offer in
ou! 00

Does this become our strain ?1
'al. 1 know not what the matter is, but I am

grown very kind, and am friends with yon
all now. You have given me that amo

will kill me quickly ; but I'll go home,

as long as I can. .nt un

Mel His sgmt is but poor that can be kept
death for want of weapons.

In not my hands a weapon sharp enongh

To stop my breath ? or, if you tie down those,
vow, Amintor, I will never eat,

Or drink, or sleep, or have to do ‘with that

That may preserve life | This I swear to keep.
Lys. Look to him, though, and bear those

bodies in

May this a fair example be to me

To rule with temper ; for on lustful kings

Unlookt for sudden deaths from God are

But eurlt is he that is their instrument.
| Ezeunt.]
3 Race.



THE FAITHFUL SHEPHERDESS

BY

JOHN FLETCHER

LDRAMATIS PERSONAE

Puxseor. Satyr.
Taxsor. Shepberds.
Darzzm.

Priest of Pam. Cros

Scxvr. — Thessaly.]

TO THE READER

17 you be not n-mbly-urddymkmvhdgumth-hndofpoem.hydonﬂnh&.c
read this, which I would wish had shm-.lt-np-wml tragi-comedy, which the
p-oplemn"hunt 'u play'd, having ever had a singular gift in defining, concluded to bes
phy cyf eonntry e«{- cloaks, with curtail’d in strings, sometimes ﬂhﬂ

and a-ndne ; and, missing Whitsun-ales, cream, wassail,
rie-dances . began to be angry. In their error I would not have you fall lest you incur their cer
sure..! l,ndmund therefore, a pastoral to be a representation of shepherds and shepherdess
with their actions and passions, which must be such as may agree with their natures, at least not
exceeding former fictions and vulgar traditions : they are not to be adorn'd with any art, but
such improper ones as nature is said to bestuw. as singing and poetry ; or such as experience may
teach them, as the virtues of herbs and fountains, the ordinary course of the sun, moon, and stars,
and such like. But you are ever to remember shepherds to be such as all the ancient poets, ad
modern, of nndentandmg have received them; that is, the owners of flocks, and not
A tragi-comedy is not so called in respect of mirth and killing, but in respect it wants des
which is enough to make it no tragedy. yet brings some near it, which is enough to make it
comedy, which must be a representation of familiar people, with such kind of trouble as no lif
be: question’d ;2 so that a is as lawful in this as in a tragedy, and mean people as in a comedy.
Thus much I hnpe will serve to justify my poem, and make you understand it ; to teach you mere
for nothing, I do not know t.ha;’( am in conscience bound.

JoBN FLETCHER.

ACT 1 ' \ovnomore shall these smooth brows boh-

Scexe 1. * With yonthfnl coronals ! and lead the dance;
No more the eomEari of fresh fair maids

Enter CLoBIN. a shepherdess. having buried her And wanton shep s be to me delightful,

love in an arbour. Nor the shrill pl d of pipes
pleasing sound of me
Clurin. Hail, holy earth, whose cold arms do  Under some shady d il when th rr{ ¥
embrace Plays on the leaves : all be far nway,
The truest man that ever fed his flocks Since thou art far away, by whose dear side

lrdn fat plains of fruitful Thessaly ! How often have I sat crown'’d with fresh

Thus I salute thy grave ; thus do I pay flowers .

My early vows and tribute of mine eyes s ' For summer's queen, whilst every shepherd's

To thy still-loved ashes ; thus [ free v
){vm-lf from all ensning heats and fires | Puts on his lusty green, with gaudy hook, *

love ; all aports, delights, and {jolly}3 games, | And hanging scrip of finest cordevan.®
That shephor(ln hold full dear. thus put Ioff. | DBut thou art gone, and these are gone with thee.
1 I.». the judgment which must be passed on them. i And all are dead but thy dear memory ;

2 Called in question ; endangered.
3 Q.. Q, omits Bome copies of Qg read merry. ¢ Garlands. s Leather (from Cordova in Bpein)
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. e au=rn * then held gnod s
s tanix their guicker blood

il bumaonr, most unfic v be

of man, n..'l aned duil chasrity.
“ure Joam held not fair or am roo old,

Or e bt free ennagh. or from my fold 10
Irrive net o foe bowafficient great to gain

‘The precdy eses of wealth-glluring swain.

Yer ab L mav believe what others sav.
My fure bon fonl < enough ; nor ean they lay
Juntly tsnteiet woeoyness to my charge ; »

1 Another gourt of the woedd,

3 Beauty,

Ar flocks are mary. and thv drens a8 hope
.'n-‘ foed upoun. Then. ie7 1 eves e

Tper coidness. ut MY CIPEI-TNOGERY
Niukes me sompiain.

Enter TRENOT.

The War ever use bat |
Tnue tuly mken with unvertamry .
Whoere shall that man be founé” .hrhl

mmd
Xude uy i1, conmancy. nndim-;xxrbd
Su wve rewarded ¥ Here. et al’ mex know,
L m tha: Lives 10 Jove his nasTes 50,
Tt therd 1 pray thee stay. Waere hax
hot beer. ¥ 4
‘w whrzher pu 'm thou ¥ Hmh»tnx-ds-m
A¢ mry ;. mlr Lkewise ¥ o § and rweet
At whewe smootk Zephyrue play: on the fleet
Fuoe f e ourled streams ; with Sowers m
mary
As e vm:ag spring pives. and as ebonl

Emh nnnndehgbmu\dmnl
‘rulu
A_-!wr_-! K epvrn with woodlines. eaves, szd

hioe vhm thou wilt. whilst I £t by and sing.
©» rrzher rusbes. 10 moke many a
Fieztr rugﬁ s : tell thee tales of love —
Ecw the prie I‘:ffwh(-. bhunting in @ grove, »
Fow sew the boy Endvmion. frum whose eyes
seta ke that never dies:
w poe eorver'd Lin softlr ie asleep.
= b zné with pr 73y, tr the steep ¢

3 Litmus. whire she stoups wach

m-~zntain with her brother's Light.
ter Fueetest,

Far from me are these
t.es. bred from wanton heat and ease;
ave =z < what luvre and leving meant: @
Hivm es. & ugs, and merry rounds, that oft are

< #ar of maid. arc atrange to me:
v I live t” admire a chastity.
< neither pleasing ape. snuwth tongue, st
ool
=ver break upon. eo sure ' amould  #
= Ler miind wascastin: "tis to her
v am resery d: she i is my form I stir
. Vrathe and move: 't is she, and only she.
Car. make m= happy. or give misery.
C..«. G.wel shepherd. may a stranger m“
1o know
To whom thiz dear obcervance® you do owe?
Tn¢:. You may. and by her virtue learn t0
square
And level out vour life ; for to be fair,
And nothing virtuous, onlv fits the eve
Of yraudy vouth and swelling \anlh'
Then. know, she s call'd the Virgin of ﬂli

Grove,

" She that hath long since buri'd her chaste love,

And nnwl lives by his gruve, for whose deat
son
3 Q,-Q omit.

¢ F, pure. § Worship.
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L iii. THE FAITHFUL SHEPHERDESS

I

She hath vow'd hemself into the holy roll i Nor the twice-ravish'd maid, for whom old Troy
Of strict virginity : "tis her 1 so adwmire, e ' Fell by the hand of Pyrrhus, may to thee -

Not any looser blood or new desire.
Cloe. Farewell, poor swain! thou art not for
m{aben H
I must dve quicker souls, whose words may
ten

To some free action. Give me him dare love
At first encounter, and as soon dare prove!

Tz Sowo.
[Sings.] Come, shepherds, come!
Com

24

‘Whilst the gentle time doth stay.

Green woods are dumb, ™
And will never tell to any
Those dear kisses, and those many
Bweet embmaces that are given;
Dainty pleasures, that would even
Raise in coldest age a fire, ]
And give virgin-blood desire.

Then, if ever,

Now or never,

Come and have it :

Think not 1 -

Dare deny,

If you crave it.

Enter DAPHENIS.
{Aside.] Here comes another. Better be my

8]
Thou god of blood | But certain, if I read
Not false, this is that modest shepherd, he
‘That only dare salute, but ne’er could be
Brought to kiss any, hold discourse, or sing,
isper, or boldly ask that wished thing
Wae all are born for; one that makes loving

faces
And could be well content to covet graces,
Were they not got by boldnees. In this thing
My hopes are frozen; and, but fate doth bring
Him hither, I would sooner choose
A man made out of snow, and freer use
An eunuch to my ends; but since he ’s here, 100
Thus I attempt him. — Thou, of men most

dear,
Welcome to her that only for thy sake
Hath been content to live! Here, boldly take
My hand in pledge, this hand, that never yet
as given away to any ; and but sit 108
{r)own on this m;hy balr ) whihl:t Igo P‘;:lll 1
resh blossoms from the boughs, or quickly eul
The cheloest delicates from yonder mead,
To make thee chains or chaplets, or to spread
Under our falpting bodies, when delight 110
Shall lock up-all our senses. How the sight
those smewth rising cheeks renew the story
Of voung is, when in pride and glory
He lay infolded 'twixt the beating arma
Of wiﬁiu Y emus ! Methinks stronger charms 1us
Dwell in those speaking eyes, and on that brow
More sweetness than the paninters can allow
To their best pieces. Not Narcissus, he
That wept himself away in memory
- Of his own beauty, ngr Silvanus’ boy,? 10

3 Afm, purpoee.
'cyp'nuu, metasnorphossd Into a cypress.

[Erit.] | Be otherwise compar’d, than some deud tree >

To a young fruitful olive.
Daph. I can love,

But I am loth to say so, lest I prove 128

Too soon unhappy. .
Cloe. Happ{, thou wouldst say.

My dearest Daphnis, blush not ; if the day

To thee and thy soft heats be enemy,

Then take the coming night ; fair youth, 't is

free
To all the world. Shepherd, I’'ll meet thee
130

then

When darkness hath shut up the eyes of men,
In yonder grove. Speak, lh&lYOlll‘ meeting hold ?
Indeed you are too bashful ; be more bold,
And tell me ay.

ph. I am content to say so,
And would be glad to meet, might 1 but pray
138

80
Much from your fairness, that you would be

true,
Cloe. Shépherd, thou hast thy wish,

Daph. resh maid, adieu.
Yet one word more : since you have drawn me

on
To come this night, fear not to meet alone

That man that will not offer to be ill, 10
Thoug‘lilnyour bright self would ask it, for his

Of this world’s goodness ; do not fear him, then,
But keep your 'pointed time. Let other men
Set up their bloods to sale, mine shall be ever
Fair as the soul it carries, and unchaste never.
xil.
Cloe. Yet am I poorer than I was hefore, 1
Is it not strange, among 8o many a score
Of Insty bl , I should pick out these things
Whose veins, like a dull nver far from springs,
Is still the same, slow, heavy, and unfit 130
For stream or motion, though the strong winds

hit
With their continual power upon his sides ?
Oh, happy be your names that have been brides,
And tasted those rare sweets for which I pine |
And far more heavy be thy grief and tine,3 1
Thou lazy swain, 'ﬁut mayst relieve my ne
an his, upon whose liver always fee
A hungry valture !

Enter ALFXIS.

Alexr. Can such beaunty be
Safe in his 4 own guard, and not draw the eye
Of him that passeth on, to ly gaze 160
Or covetous desire, whilst in a maze
The better part contemplates. giving rein,
And winhodp freedom to the lnlmurini vein ?
Fairest and whitest, may I crave to know
The cause of your retirement, why yougo 1
Thus all alone? Methinks the downs are

aweeter, -t

And the young company of swains more meeter,
Than these forsaken and untrodden places.
Give not yourself to loneness, and those graces

3 Sorrow. ¢ Its.

-
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JFrom raging floods, that, as they pass, In forcing of a wound, nor after-gain 30
ve their gravel in the grass ; )f many days, can hold me from my will.

Nor shall their meads be overflown o | 'Tis not myself, but Amoret, bids kill.

“When their grass is newly mown.
Amo. For thy kindness to me shown,
Never from thy banks be blown
y tree, with windy force,
Cross thy streams, to stop my course ; r
May no t that comes to drink.
‘Wiith his horns cast down thy brink ;
May none that for thy fish do look,
Cut thy banks to dam thy broek ;
foot may no neighbour wade @
In thy cool streams, wife nor maid,
‘When the spawns on stones do lie,
To wash their hemp, and spoil the fry!
God of the R. ‘l{th. virgin. I must down

again.

Thy wound will put thee to no pain. o

‘Wonder not 8o soon 't is gone ;

A holy hand was laid upon. (Descends.)
Amo. And I, unlup;&yl born to be, N

Must follow him that flies from me. Ezit.

ACT IV

Soene 1.2
Enter PERIGOT.

Peri. She is untrue, unconstant, and unkind ;

She ’s gone, she s gone ! Blow high, thou north-
west wind,
ThsAnd mdm the sea ttfl monntﬂix;s H lelt t.ho’treu
t oppose raging eese
Their firm fonndati(zn ; creep i:g the earth,
6;41 shake the r:(tl)'rld, as :ththia monstrous birth
S0mMe new ; whilst I constant stand,
Holding this g'mt‘yzionupeu in my hand,
And falling thus upon it.
[Offers to fall on his spear.)
Enter AMARILLIS running.

Amar. Stay thy dead-doing hand ! Thon art
too hot 10

inst thyself. Believe me, comely swain,
If that thou diest, not all the showers of rain
The heavly clouds send down can wash away
‘That foul unmanly guilt the world will lay
Upon thee. Yet thy love untainted stands: 15
Believe me, she is constant ; not the sands
Can be 80 hardly numb’red as she won.
1 do not trifle, shepherd ; by the moon,
:- And all those lesser lights our eyes do view,
= All that I told thee, Perigot, is true. 2
N en, be a free man ; put away despair
And will to die ; smooth gently up that fair
Dejected forehead ; be as when those eyes
Took the first heat.
] Alas, he dounble dies

Peri.
- That would believe, but cannot | T is not well
You keep me thus from dying, here to dwell 1
. With many worse companions. But, oh, death |
! ] am not yet enamour’d of this breath
* 8o much but I dare leave it ; 'tis not pain

3 Part of the wood. 3 Lose.

Amar. Stay but a little, little ; but one hour;
And if I do not show thee, through the power
Of herbs and words I have, as dark as night, s
Myself turn’d to thy Amoret, in sight,

Her very figure, and she wears,

With tawny buskins, and the hook she bears

Of thine own carving, where your names are set,

Wrought underneath with many a curious fret,
e primrose-chaplet, tawdry-lace,8 and ring, «

Thou gav'st her for her singing, with each

Else thntnﬁle wears about her, let me feel

The first fell stroke of that revenging steel !
Peri. I am contented, if there be a hope, «

To give it entertainment for the sco,

Of one poor hour. Go ; you shall find me mext

Under yon shady , even thus perplext,
And thus believing. ‘

Amar. Bind, before I go,
Thy soul by Pan unto me, not to do »
Harm or outrageous wrong upon thy life,
Till my return.

Per1, By Pan, and by the strife
He had with Phoebus for the mastery,

When golden Midas judg’d their minstrelsy
I will not! Indg Exeunt [uverallyj. -

[Scene I1.]4
Enter Satyr with ALEX18,

Sat. Softly gliding as I go,
With this burthen full of woe,
Through still silence of the night
Guided by the glow-worm’s light, .
Hither am I come at last. s
Many a thicket have I past ;
Not a twig that durst deny me,
Not a bush that durst descry me
To the little bird that sleeps
On the slender spray ; nor cr':?)e 10
That hardy worm with pointed tail,
But if I be under sail, *
Flying faster than the wind,
Leaving all the clouds behind
But doth hide her tender he: »
In some hollow tree, or
ed nettles ; not a hare
Can be started from his fare
By my footing ; nor a wi
Is more sudden, nor a fish »
Can be found with greater ease
Cut the vast unbounded seas,
Leaving neither print nor sound,
an I, when nimbly on the ground
I measure many a league an hour. %
But, behold, the happy power 8
That must ease me of my charge,
And by holy hand enlarge
The soul of this sad man, that yet
Lies fast bound in deadly fit: %
Heaven and great Pan succour it | —
3 Lace bought at 8t. Audrey’s Fair at Ely.
4 The wood before Clorin’s bower.
§ Q;-Q, lower.
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How woon eould 1 my former griefs forget *

Peri. 8o overqgreat with joy that you live.

now

T am. that nn decire of knowing how )
Doth aize me. Hast thou still power to for-
1ve 7
Amo, Whilst thou hast power to love, or I to
live:
More weleome now than hadst thou never
gone
Astray from me !
Dery, And when thou lov’st alone, s

And not T ‘thee.] death, or some ling’ring pain
That 's worse, light on me !
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S, 'nunumd.m:e!sdﬂmv
W=k che water .bvpe away.
Al -he puwers again are pleas'd, -
Axi wirh ths new kaot are 'd.
+:m Tour hands. and rise
Paa e Jiest thar bewaghe yoa Indle'
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Thee. gentle Xatyr. for
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Of those offenders: let them no! come nigh,
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Their very souls are. that the ground goet
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L iv.

, bo must want it; if he surfeit, 'tis he must
foel it; if he drab it, ’tis he must lie by 't:

. what ’s this to me ?
. Hoa. What's all to thee ? Nothing, nothing ;
wuch 16 the gulf of thy desire and the wolf of [
oconacience : but be assured, old Pecunius
Lucre, if ever fortune so bless me that I may
be at leisure to vex thee, or any means so fa-
vour me that I may have opportnni? to mad
thee,! I will rnune it with that flame of hate, [se
irit of malice, unrepressed wrath, that I will

t comforts,

Luc. ha, ha!
Lam. Nay, Master Hoard, you're & wise
»

an ——
Hoa. I will so cross thee —
Luc. And I thee.
Hoa. So without mercy fret thee —
. So m y oppose thee —
Hoa. Dost scoff at my just anger ? O, that [e
I had as much power as usury has over thee |
« Luc. Then thou wouldst have as much power
as the devil has over thee.
Hoa. I:;d }’
Luc. ic -
Hoa. Serpent!
. Viper!
8Spi. Nay, gentlemen, then we must divide

you oroe.

Lam. When the fire grows too unreason- [
able hot, there ’s no better way than to take off
the wood.

Ezeunt [LAMPREY and SPICHCOCK,
drawing Lucee and Hoarp
erent ways).

Free. A word, good signior.

Mon. How now, what ’s the news ?

Free. "Tis given me to understand that [

ou are & riufl of mine in the love of Mistress
eco, Master Hoard’s niece : say me ay, say
me no

Mon. Yes, 'tis so.

Free. Then look to yourself, you cannot (%
live long. I'm practising every morning; a
month hence 1’ll challenge you.

Mon. @ive me your hand upon’t; there's
m; lodg 1'll meet you. Strikes him, and exit.

. O, O] what reason had you for that,
sir, to strike before the month? You knew [ss
1 was not ready for you, and that made you so
orank : 3 I am not such a coward to strike again,
I warrant you. My ear has the law of her side,
for it burns horribly. I will teach him to strike
a naked face, the longest day of his life. [»
*Slid, it shall cost me some money but 1’1l bring
this box into the chancery. Ent.

.[Scexx IV.]4
Enter Wircoop and Host.

Host. Fear you nothing, sir; I have lodg'd
her in a house of credit, I warrant you.

Wit. Hast thou the writings ?

Host. Firm, sir.

1 Or « Y. mad thes, omitted in Q,.
samp Y 3 Lively. Snother strost.
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Wit. Prithee, stay, and behold two the [s
most prodigious rascals that ever slipt into the
shape of men ; Dampit, sirrah, and young Gulf,
bis fellow-caterpillar.

Host. Dampit ? Sure I have heard of that
Dampit ? 1

Wit. Heard of him ! Why, man, he that has
lost both his ears may bear of him ; a famous
infamous trampler® of time ; his own phrase.
Note him well: that Dampit, sirrah, he in the
uneven beard and the serge cloak, is the [
most notorious, usuring, blasphemous, atheisti-
cal, brothel-vomiting rascal, that we have in
these latter times now extant; whose first be-
ginning was the stealing of a masty ¢ dog from
a farmer’s house. »

Host. He lookt as if he wo"ld obey the com-
mandment(s] well, when he began first with

stealing.
Wit. True: the next town he came at, he set
the dogs together by th’ ears. ™

Host. A sign he should follow the law, by my

faith.

Wit. So it followed, indeed ; and being des-
titute of all fortunes, stakt his masty nst a
noble,” and by great fortune his dog h:ﬁ‘:he (a0
day. How he made it up ten shillings, I know
not, but his own boast is, that he came to town
with but ten shillings in his purse, and now is
credibly worth ten thousand pound.

Host. How the devil came he by it ? »

[Enter DAMPIT and GULF.]

Wit. How the devil came he not by it? If
you put in the devil once, riches come with a
vengeance. Has been a trampler of the law, sir;
and the devil has a care of his footmen. The
rogue has spied me now ; he nibbled me finely [+

once, too:—a pox search you! — O, Master
Dampit] — the very loins of thee! —Cry you
mercy, Master Gulf; you walk so low, I pro-

mise you I saw you not, sir.
Gu&' He that walks low walks safe, the [ss
poets tell us.
Wit. [Aside.) And nigher hell by a foot and
a half than the rest of his fellows. — But, my

old Harry |
. Dam."i{y sweet Theodorus ! ”

Wit. 'T was a merry world when thou camest
to town with ten shilhnﬁn in thy purse.

Dam. And now worth ten thousand pound,
my boy. Report it ; Harry Dampit, a trampler
of time, say, he would be up in a morning, [s
and be here with his serge gown, dasht up to the
hams in a cause; have his feet stink about
Westminster Hall, and come home again ; see
the galleons, the galleasses, 8 the great armadas
of the law ; then there be hoys? and petty [e
vessels, oars and scullers of the time ; there be

icklocks of the time too: then would I be
ﬁere; I would trample up and dowp like a
mule : now to the judges, *' May it please your
reverend honoumb‘le fatherhoods ; ’' then to [es
my counsellor, ** May it please your worshipful

5 A lawyer. 8 Heavy built galleys.

¢ Maatiff. ® Passenger sloops.

7 A gold ooin worth 6s. 8d.
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ACT III All, 0,0,01— “
Wit. T am to raise s little money in the city,

[Scexz 1.]1 toward the setting forth of myself, for my own

- [ Enter] W1rGooD with his Creditors.

Wit. Why, alas, my creditors, could you find
no other time to undo me but now ? Rather your
;Ablioe appears in this than the justness of the

t.
1 Cred. Master Witgood, I have forborne [s
my money long. .
“"iti I pray, speak low, sir: what do you

mean
2 Cred. We hear you are to be married sud-
denly to a rich country widow. 10
it. What can be kept so close but you cred-
itors hear on’t! Woell, ’tis a lamentable state
that our chiefest afflictors should first hear of
our fortunes. Why, this is no course, i’
ith, sirs : if ever you have hope to be satis- [
fied, why do you seek to confound the means
that should work it? There's neither piety,
no, nor policy in that. Shine favourably now:
why, I may rise and spread again, to your great
oomforts 20

1 Cred. He says true, i’ faith.

Wit. Remove me now, and I consume for ever.

2 Cred. Sweet gentleman |

Wit. How canit thrive which from the sun
you sever ?

3 Cred. It cannot, indeed. u

Wit. O, then, show patience ! I shall have
enou,

To satisfy you all.
Cred Ay, if we could

red.

Be ocontent, a shame take us!
Wit. For, look you ;

1 am but newly sure 2 yet to the widow,

And what a rend might this discredit make ] »

Within these three (ﬁ:y' will I bind you lands

P Lo, % No, good Master Witgood
f o, aster Wi :
Would ’t were as much as we dare trust you

wi
Wit. I know you have been kind ; however,

now,

Either by wrong report or false incitement,
‘our gentleness is injured : in such

A state as this a man cannot want foes.

If on the sudden he begin to rise,

No man that lives can count his enemies.

You had some intelligence, I warrant ye, “

From an ill-willer.
2 Cred. Faith, we heard you brought up a

widow, sir, and were suddenly to marry

> “

Wit. Ay, why there it was; I knew 't was

. 80 ; but since you are so well resolv'd,® of my

faith toward you, let me be so much favour'd
of you, I beseech you all —

. Al, 0, it shall not need, i’ faith, sir! —

Wit. As to lie still awhile, and bury my

debts in silence, till I be fully possest of the

- &:&v’: for the truth is — I may tell you as my

1 'slodgings. % Betrothed.  Satisfied.

credit and your comfort. Now, it my former
debts should be divulg'd, all hope of my pro-
ceedings were quite extinguisht, »

1 Cred. gou hear, sir? I may deserve

our custom hereafter; pray, let my money
accepted before a stranger’s., Here's forty
pound I receiv’d as I came to you; if that may
stand you in 13 stead, make use on’t. [Qffers
him money, which ke at first declines.] Nay, pray,
sir ; 'tis at your service, -

Wit. You do s0 ravish me with kinduess,

that
I am constrain’d to play the maid, and take it.
1 Cred. Let none of them see it, I beseech
you. »

Wit. Faugh |
1 Cred. lugopelshallboﬂutinyournmom-

rance
After the marriage rites.

Wit. Believe-it firmly.

1 Cred. So.— What, do you walk, sirs [

2 Cred. I go. —[Aside to WiTaoop.] — Take
no care, sir, ﬁr money to furnish you; within
this hour I send you sufficient. Come, Master
Cockpit, we both stay for you.

8 Cred. 1 ha’ lost a ring, i’ faith; 1’11 follow
you presently [ezeunt 1 and 2 Creditors]— but [so
you shall find it, sir. now your youth and
e have disfurnisht you of all jewels:
there 's a ruby of twenty pound price, sir; be-
stow it apon your widow. [Qffers him the ring,
which he at first declines.) — at, man ] 't "El
will call up her blood to you ; beside, if I might
so much work with fou I would not have you
beholding to those bloodsuckers for any money.

Wit. Not I, believe it.

3 Cred. They 're a brace of cut-throats. [

Wit. I know ’em.

3 Cred. Send a note of all your wants to my
shop, and I’ supply you instantly.

Wit. Say youso? Why, here ’s m{ hand then,
no man living shalt do ’t but thyself: "

3 Cred. Shall I carry it away from ’em both,

en P
Wit. I faith, shalt thou,
3 Cred. Troth, then, I thank you, sir. -
Wit. Welcome, good Master Cockpit. Exit
3 Creditor]. — Ha, ha, ha| why, is not this
tter now than lying a-bed ? I perceive there's
nothing conjures up wit sooner than poverty, -
and nothing lays it down sooner than wealth
and lechery : this has some savour yet. O that [10s
1 had the mort, from mine uncle as sure in
ession as these trifles! I would forswear
rothel at goonday, and muscadine ¢ and eggs,
at midnight.

Enter Courtesan.

Cour, Master Witgood, where are you? 11
Wit. Holla |

Cour. Rich news!

Wit. Would 't were all in plate !

4 A sweet wine, taken with eggs as an aphrodisiac.
















































L.

THE CHANGELING

BY
THOMAS MIDDLETON AND WILLIAM ROWLEY ,

DRAMATIS PERSONAE

Vm [govmd the castle of Alicant,] father

'l‘oluoDlPl.l & noble lord.
Ammmhwo.hhbmther mitor to Beatrice.
ALsENERO, & nobleman, afterwards married to Beatrice.
JasrraIno, his friend.

Au-m.nhdoudm

Lotwio, h

Pznno,nhndtom

lAhmm. the dungd{n; ol mad
Dn Frorms, urmt. to Vermandero.
Madmen.

Bervants.

BuaTRICE [-JoANNA], daughter to Vermandero.
Dnmrn. her ﬁn‘-womn
wife of Alibiua.

Scexx. — Alicant.

ACT I

[Scenx 1)1
Enter ALSEMERO.
Als. ’Twu in the temple where I first be-

her,
And now again
Follows of that ? None but imaginary.
Why should m{ hopes or fate be timorous ?
The place is holy, so is my intent : s
I love her belutlu to the holy purpose ;
And that, methmh admits comparison
With man’s first creation, the place blessed,?
And is his right home back, if he achieve it
The churel:‘gatb first begun our interview, 10
And that’s the place must join us into one;
So there’s beginning and perfection too.

Enter JasPERINO.

Jas. O sir, are you here ? Come, the wind ’s
fair with you ;

the same : what omen yet

You'’re like to ve & swift and pleasant pas-
Als. ..S?;Q, you 're deceived, friend, ’t is con-

trary, 18
In my best judgment.
y ! What, for Malta ?
It you could buy a gale amongst the witches,?
They could not serve you such a lucky penny-
worth
As eomel a’ God’s name.
Even now I observ'd
Tlaa umple s vane to turn full in my face; %
1 know it is against me.
as. Against you ?
Then you know not where you are.
Als. Not well, indeed.
Jas. Are you not well, sir?
s. Yes, Jasperino,
8 Cf. Macbeth, 1. iii.

1 A street. 2 Q dlest.

Unless there be some hidden malady
Wldnn me, that I understand not.
And that =

I begm to doubt, sir. I never knew
Your inclinations to travels at a pause
With any cause to hinder it, till now.
ore you were wont to ’your servutl up,

And help to trap your horses for the speed ;
Atsea I 've seen you weigh the anchor w:t.h’em.
Hoist sails for fear to lose the foremost breath,
Be in continual prayers for fair winds;
And have you cﬁang’d your orisons ?
Als. No, friend ;
I keep the same church, same devotion, =

Jas. Lover I 'm sure you 're none ; the stoie

was
Found in you long ago ; your mother nor

Best friends, who have set snares of beauty, ay,
And cho:oe ones too, could never trap you

W'lmt xmg'ht be the cause ?

rd, how violent ¢«
Thou ‘art! T was but medltatmg of
bomewhat I heard within the temple.

Vlolence ? ’T is but idleness compar’d
With your haste yesterday.
Als. I’m all this while

A-(;omg', man,
Enter Servants.
Jas. Backwards, I think, sir. Look, «

Yonr servants.
1 Ser. The seamen call ; shall we board your
trunks ?
Als. No, not to-day.
Jas. 'T1s the crmcnl day, it seems, and t.he
slgn in A&mﬂns
@ must not to sea uth ; this -moke
Wlu brmg forth
Als. Kdeep all on lhore I do not know the
end,
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Lol. I would ev’n participate of both then if
Iwere asyou ; I know you 're half mad already,
be half foolish too. M

Isa. You're a brave saucy rascal! Come on,

ir,
Afford me then the pleasure of your bedlam.
'ou were commending once ay to me

Your last-come lunatic ; what a proper !

y there was without brains to ﬁuido it,
And what a pitiful delight appear’
In that defect, as if your wisdom had found
A mirth in madness ; pray, sir, let me partake,
If there be such a pleasure.

Lol. If I do not show you the handsomest, {‘w
discreetest madman, one that I may call the
understanding madman, then say I am a fool.

Isa. Well, a match, I will say so.

Lol. When you have had a taste of the mad-
man, you s if you please, see Fool’s Col- [«
lege. o’ th’ [otjler side. I seldom lock there;
%tis but shooting a bolt or two, and you are
amongst 'em. }L‘n’! Enter presently. — Come
on, sir; let me see how handsomely you ’ll be-
have yourself now. -

Enter FRANCISCUS.

Fran. How sweetly she looks | O, but there 's
a wrinkle in her brow as deep as hilosophy.
Anacreon, drink to my wmistress’ health, I’ll
it. Stay, stay, there’s a spider in the
oup | No, 'tis but a grape-stone ; swallow it, [s0
fear not.hinlﬁ poet ; 8o, so, lift higher, .
Isa. Alack, alack, it is too full of pity
To be lainﬁht at! Howfell he mad ? Canst thou
te ’

Lol. For love, mistress. He was a pretty
poet, too, and that set him forwards first ; [ss
the muses then forsook him ; he ran mad for a
chambermaid, yet she was but a dwarf neither.

Fran. Hail, bright Titania!

‘Why stand’st thou idle on these flow’ry banks ?
Oberon is dancing with his Dryades ; L)
1’1l gather daisies, primrose, violets,

And bind them in a verse of

Lol. [holding up a whip.]
see your danger,

ran. O; hold thy hand, great Diomede! e
Thou feed’st thy horses well, they shall obey

thee :
QGet up, Bucephalus kneels. Kneels.
You see how I awe my flock ; a shephe
has not his dog at more obedience.
His conscience is unquiet; sure that

was n
‘The cause of this: a p
Fran. Come hither, Aesculapius; hide the
poison.
Lol. Well, *tis hid. [Hides the whip.]
Fran. Didst thou ne'er hear of one Tiresias,
A i:lmous poet ?

y.
ot too near! You

r gentleman !

. Yes, that kept tame wild geese.
Fran. That's ile; 1 am the man.
Lol. No?

]
Fran. Yes; but make no words on 't. I was
a man

Sovenyemaco.‘m .

. A stripling, I think, you might.
Fran. Now I ’'m a woman, all feminine.
Lol. I would I might see that!

Fran. Juno struck me blind.
Lol. I’ll ne'er believe that; for a woman,
they say, has an eye more than a man.
an. 1 say she struck me blind. =
Lol. And Luna made youmad: youhave two
trades to beg with.
Fran. Luna is now big-bellied, and there ’s

room

For both of us to ride with Hecate ;

1’1l drag thee up into her silver sphere »
d tt::g.ve’ kick the dog — and beat the

That barks against the witches of the night ;
The swift lycanthropi 2 that walks the round,
We’ll tear their wolvish skins, and save the

sheep. [Attempts to seize Lorrio.]
Lol. Is’t come to this? Nay, then, my [es
ison comes forth again. [Showing the wL'p.]

ad slave, indeed, abuse your keeper !

Isa. I prithee, hence with him, now he grows
dangerous, :
Fran. [sings.]
Bweet love,
G'I'u me 'l:tv’;nt'oll‘k:"lth thee. 100
Lol. No, I'll see you wiser first. To your own
ennel |
Fran. No noise, she sleeps ; draw all the cur-

tains round,
Let no soft sound molest the pretty soul
But love, and love creeps in at a mouse-hole.

ol. I would you would get into your hole!
(Ezit FRANCISCUS.) — Now, mistress, I will [1s
bring'you another sort ; i‘rm shall be fool’d an-
other while. [Ezit, and brings in ANTONIO.] —
Tony, come hither, Tony : look who 's yonder,

ony. 10

Ant. Cousin, is it not my aunt ? 3
. Yes, 'tis one of 'em, Tony.
Ant. He, he! how do you, uncle ?

Lol. li‘eur him nft, mi:htr:u, 't i:af algeutll:
nigget ; 4 you may play with him, as safely wit!
him as w:%.h his bagble. v 16

Isa. How long hast thou been a fool ?
Ant. Ever since I came hither, cousin.
Isa. Cousin ? I'm none of thy cousins, fool.
O, mistress, fools have always so much
wit as to claim their kindred. m
Madman. [within.]) Bounce, bounce ! he falls,
he falls !

Isa. Hark you, your scholars in the upper

room
Are out of order. [t
Lol. Must 1 come amongst you there ? —
Keep you the fool, mistress ; Iy’ll go up and
play left-handed Orlando amongst the mad-
men. Ezxit.
Isa. Well, sir. 13
Ant. 'T is opportuneful now, sweet lady ! nay,
Cast no amazing eye upon this change.
Isa. Ha |
* Persons suffering from lycanthropia, or wolf-mad-
ness. Cf. Duchess of Malfi, V. ii. 10.
8 Cant term for bawd. ¢ Nidget, {. e. idiot.

-——




























































































































































T ii. THE BROKEN HEART 777
Grau. Now ’tis well n.ld, lord. — What, Ph Caroches
hdy‘l"lnuqli, i In dx:fu th’ one enter, th’ other stand vxth-
me! ; time 18
Bass Andc ] And now 1 vmuh E.nl.

Fune-wlupthoelu
ml lord, this language to your
Soundnuwouldmunotothodeof I need
No braveries nor cost of art to draw

‘The whiteness of my name into oﬁ'enoe :
Lot such, if any suc thm are, who covet
cnnouty of

By laying-out thmr plenty to full view,
Aypur in &:n y outsides ; my attires
i

inward fulnon of my mind ;
me wlnoh if your oplmon. nobl. ho’d, 100
Change not the livery your words bestow,
Hﬁfortnnel with my hopes are at the highest.
This house, methinks, stands some-
what too much inward,

It is too melancholy ; we ’ll remove
Nearer the court: or what thinks my Penthu
Of the delightful island we command ?
Bulo me as thou canst wish.
1 am no mistress.
Wlnthar you pleue, I must attend ; all ways
Are alike pleasant to me.
Grau Islﬁnd pﬂ!(:ll; !
prnonuugsywmo weo 'll no islan 110
Iarrythout?upon ‘em! Whom shall we see
ere
Sea- and porpoises, and water-rats,
And cral an]:lo mews, and dog-fish; goodly

For a young lady’s dealing, — or an old one’s !

©On no terms islands ; I ’ll be stew'd first.

Bass. [Aside to GRAUSIS. ] Grausis, 1s
You u'e n Jugxhng bawd. —This sadness,
Booomes not onthfnl blood. — [Aside to GRAU-

8I8. ve you pounde
ﬁ ha ded. —

For m; e put on a more cheerful mirth ;
“Thou' {t mar thy cheeks, and make me old in

[A.ndc to vans.] Damnable bitch-fox !
Grau, I am thick of hearing, 120
Still, when the wind blows southerly. — What

think y
It yolu: "{x;uh lady breed young bomes, my

‘Would not a chopping boy d’ ye good at heart ?
Baut, as you said —
Bau. Ande to Grausis.] I'll spit thee on &

Or clwp thoe into collops |
au., Pray, speak louder, s
'Bnre, sure the wind blows south still.
Thou prat’st madly.
Bau. ’T is very hot ; I sweat extremely.

. Re-enter PEHULAS.

& Now?
Phu. A herd of lords, sir.
=  Bass. !
Phu. A flock of ladies.
= Bass. Where?
Phu. Shoals of horses.
=~ DBass. Peasant, how ?

Enter PropmiLus, HemoPHIL, GRONEAS,
CHRISTALLA, and PHILEMA,

Pra Noble Bassanes |
Bass. Most weloome, Prophilus ; ladies, gen-
tlemen,
To all my heart is open you all honour me, —
[Ande ] A tympany swells in my head al-

Hononr me bonnnfully — [Aside.] How they
Wagtails aad jays togother !
tai jays

g‘ From your brother
By virtue of your love to him, I require
Your instant presence, fairest.

Pen He is well, sir?
Pro The gods preserve him ever | Yet, dear

beauty
I find some aitantmn in him lately, 1
Since his return to Sparta. — My good lord,

1 pray, use no delay.
Bass We had not needed
An mvxt&tlon. if his sister’s health
Had not fallen into question. — Haste, P“thoeo‘ci
Slack not a minute. — the way, g
rophilus ;
I follow step by step.
Pro. our arm, fair madam.

Exeunt all but BAssANES and GRAUSIS.
Bass. One word with your old bawdship : th’

hadst been better
Rail’d at the sins® thou worshipp'st than have
thwarted
My will 1’1l use thee cursedly.
Gra You dote,
You are beside youmelf A politician 150

In jealousy ? No, y’ are too gross, too vulgar.
Pl!il teaci not me my trade ; I know my cue.
crossmf you sinks me into her trust,

By which I shall know all ; my trade's a sure
Bau Forglve me, Grausis, 't was considera-
us

I relmh’d not ; ¢ but have a care now.
Grau. Fear not,
I am no new-come-to 't.
Bass Thy life s upon it,
And so is mine. My agonies are infinite

Emnt.
Scene I1.5
Enter ITHOCLES, alone.
Ith. Ambition! 'tis of vipers’ breed: it

A pasuge throng‘h the womb that gave it mo-

Amb)tnon, Tike a seeled ¢ dove, mounts upward,
Higher and higher still, to perch on clou
But tumbles headlong down with heevier ruin.
1 Coaches. 3 Gifford emend. saints.
1 8welling. ¢ I did not see the point of.
8 The palace. Ithocles’ apartment.
¢ Blinded by sewing up the eye-lids.
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»on these faithful lovers, as becomes us. —

1@ counsels of the are never known 1%

1l men can call th’ effects of them their own.
[Exeunt.]

THE EPILOGUE
mﬁ:x ,Iébblo judgments and clear eyes are
: &noo endeavour, there sits truth, not mix'd

ignorance ; those censures may
lief which talk not till they understand.

Let some say, *‘ This was flat; '’ some, ** Here
[ ]

e scene
Fell from its bcigbt ; !’ another, that the mean
Was *ill observ'd ” in such a growing passion

As it transoended either state or fashion:
Some few may cry, ‘‘'T was pretty well,”’ or

80,
‘But— "' and there shrug in silence ; yet we
know 1
Our writer’s aim was in the whole addrest
Well to deserve of all, but please the best ;
Which granted, by th’ allowance of this strain
The BrokEN HEART may be piec’d up again.







































MMdid,mywhedd. »
Nor is there beauty enough
T;' holgh::mo tot{unwnneu —ﬁovdhf

Re-enter HaircUT [and Secretary].

And what said my lady
Hm;md'l'ho silent hnglugo of her face, my

‘Was not so pleasant, as it show'd upon ]
Her entrance.

Lord. Would wi‘mm that meets
This lady take her for a

Hair. She does
The trade an honour, oredit to the profe-lon
‘We may in time see baldness, Tnmr n
And rotten legs to take the wall of footeloths.

I ha’ thought better; call the lady

I wo' not looe this opportunity. —
Bid her not fear. (Ezit Secretary.]— The fa-
vour is not common,
And I'll reward it. I do wonder much
Will Scentlove was not here to-day.
Hair. I heard him say this morning he vould

wait
Upon your lordship. — She is return'd, sir.
Re-enter Secretary and Drcoy.

Sec. Madam, be confident, my lord 's not

a

Lord. You return welcome, madam ; you are

better

Read in your art, I hope, than to be frighted »
With any shape of anger, when you bring
Such news to gentlemen. Madam, yon shall
Soon understand how I accept the office.

Dec lou are the first lord, since I studied

That lhov lnr:ueh infidelity and fury [ ]
:;':cpunhhmto(hwdnmtobawhlptlnd
o

I must turn p

*T were coolet

1p
In Peru, and ¢
Though all th
Sec. ** To re
Lord. *In
from virtue,
blush tobe a |
Scent. But
work ;

? Chaste.

Thou art fam:



Inr. i.

THE LADY OF PLEASURE

813

XKick. So, sirl
Let me uk you a question, my dear kmght
Which is less servile, to bring up the pheas-

t.
And wait, or sit at table uncontroll’d, 10
carve to my own appetite P

Thou rt witty, as I am.
Sec. ‘A bawd.”
Scent. How ’s that ?
Kick. Oh, you are famous by °t, and your
name ’s up, sir.

. *Be wise, and reward my caution
with timely care of yonnelf 80 I shall not [1s
repent to be known your loving kinsman and
pexrvant”’

Gont.lamen. the lady Celestina,
Is she o rare a

No more;

If you 'll have my
Opuuoo my lord, I never saw 150
So sweet, so fair, so rich a piece of nature,
Lord, 'll show thee a fairer presently, to
Thy judgment ; look o ﬁut. [Gives
ut a mmalure ]—So subscribe.
lyyu his name to the letler
exouu your pen for the direction.
.K lla Maria’s picture! she was lnnd-

&enl But not to be compar’d —
. Your p.t.lence, gentlemen ; I'll retarn
instant] Exit.
Kick. Whither is my lord
Sec To a lady i’ th! next &mbor
What is she ?
Bcc You shall pardon me, I am his ucm-

&xn':rrwu wont to be of his counsel. A now

cer,

And I not know 't? T am resolv’d to batter
All other with the praise of Celestina:

X must retain him,

Re-enter Lorp.

Lord. Has not that object
Onvme’d your erring judgments ?
Kick. at | this picture ?1es
I.wd Were but your thoughts as capable as

Ot ller ldu, you would wish no thor
t were not active in her praise, a o
All worth and memory of her sex.
She was fair,
T must confess ; ; but had your lordship look'd 17e
eyu more narrow, and some less affec-

U? hor fm -
I do not love the copies

Olmydud they mak omedmmoffobhnl.
@Qiveme a hvmg mistress, with but h:
The benn elestina. Come, my lord, 1#
*Tis pi t a lord of so much flesh

e vm upon a ghost, when they are liv-

gm ou a more honourable consumption.
i do you mean, my lord, to live

Do, and see what will come on 't; observe!
still, 190

And dote upon your vigils ; build a chamber
Within a rock a tomb among the worms,
Not far off, where you may, in proof apoory-

Court Pem not to devour the pretty pile

Of flesh your mistress carried to the grave. 14
There are no women in the world ; all eyes,
And tongues, and lips, are buried in her ocof-

fin
Lord. Why, do you think yourselves compe-

of beanty,lgendemen ?
Both. What should hinder us ? 1»
Kick. I have seen and tried as many as an-

other
With a mortal back.
Lord. Your eyes are brib'd,
And your hearts chain’d to some desires; you
cannot

&%); the freedom of a sense.

k. Your lordship

Has a clear eyesight, and can judge and pene-
tra

te.
Lord. 1 can, and give a perfect censure of 1
Each line und point ; distinguish beauty from
A t.houund forms, 'which your corrupted op-

Wonld pnl for natural.
Scent I desire no other
Judge nhonld determine us, and if your lord-

ip
Dare venture but your eyes upon this lady, =«
I'll stand their justice, and be confident
You shall give Celestina victory
And triumph o'er all beauties past and living.
chkl tlh dare, my lord, venture a suit of

ce,
You "l be o’ercome.

Lord. You do not know my fortitade. s

Scent. Nor frailty ; you dare not trust your

self to see her.

Lordt.h_'l'hmk you so, gentlemen ? I dare see
is re

To mnke you know your errors, and the differ-

of her whoto memory is my saint. Not trust
A‘\‘lﬁlunml I dare see, aud apeak with her. ne
ich holds the best acquaintance to prepare

My visit to her ?
Scent I will do 't, my lord.
Kick, Sheisa lady free in entertainments.
Lord. 1 would give this advantage to your

cause,
Bid her appear in all the or ta ns
Did ever wait on beauty, all the riches
ide can put onm, "teach her face more

charm
Than ever poet drest up Venus in ;
Bndhorbenlthoﬂma,ud the Queen

Of Love in one. I'll see her, Scentlove, and
an::nm R heart, arm’d but [with a) single

ot mht:at’- dead, without a wound; and
- when
1 Pay obssrvance. worship.
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10:4 Consest to be -&c-;.'cw Ot
m-.'vmhmnq.-ﬁ.."’ ke yose 15w | The sest of
D e St s ook fook, | Foos Eool
And breathe ndpxtn to the air: That merit
Gresn bowers on side tempt eurstay, | A glovious (
And violets stoop to us tread upen ‘em. w0 that you
The rod cpoe shall grow pals, belng nesr 4 | 1 1) Lo 7t
Andthe Thite blush, o'ercome with mch & fors AM""",:
Here and measuring with ourselves some | I c&ut. -
A thousand birds shall from the woods » | You knows
And he ves 80 - 50 i
The leaves of every tres, that while they
Us tribute of Shetr somgs thon the'timaglne | Lard. 11
‘The very trees bear m swest hangs
Do mh every arbour. Here ean we m -
Em| and kiss, toll tales, and kiss again, w» oa
And none rival, Cdl.
W of these, what if we shift our pu:l:,' me

we A
Awd a grove and even pine, Hosnour, tha
Ao o e e o | o
'smpe ; w] ]

Green plush the Graces '.'ﬁ.n B: call’d to dance | But that wl
To please us, and maintain their fairy revels, soul,

‘o the harmonious murmurs of a stream Beside the
That gently falls upon a rock of mﬂ. m lord
Here doth the nymph, forsaken Echo, dwell, To what you
To whom we 'll tollpthe story of our love, f you wo
Till at our surfeit and her want of joy, (1f that be m
We break her heart with envy. Not far off, And painted
A grove shall call us to a wanton river, done.
To see a dying swan give up the ghost, [ Lord. Eno
mﬂd&u shooting m thz;:' tears in bnl‘)bl:lh. . Obscure my 1

t us e1r o
At o Yoty sty oo g | - B
) no . .
‘}.o:‘w Y:J ecl:ido l;whsnﬁlomelyl?pny tell | It slxﬁ be no
me how Upon my lord
You like this language. You may be
Cel. Good my lord, forbear. # | | do my lord i
Lord. You need not fly out of this circle, | Such you haw
madam ; — Scent. 'Tis
These widows are so full of circumstance | — would
I'll undertake, in this time I ha’ courted Break the goc
Your ladyship for the toy, to ha’ broken ten, Hair. Off w
Nay, twenty colts, virgins I mean, and taught [¢
K "
The amll:llo. or what pace I most affected. Lord.
Cel. You 're not, my lord, again, the lord I | Minute I'll be
thought you ; A mistrees in 1

And I must tell you now, you do forget

ourself me,
. You'll not be angry, madam ?
Cel. Nor rude, (though gay men have a pri-
vilege, o
It shall appear: — there is & man, my lord,
Withilt: my acquaintance, rich in worldly for-
unes,
But cannot boast any descent of blood,
Would buy a coat of arms.
He may, and legs

I'll honour yo

you so.
Cel. 1'11 stu
Lord. Scentl

covering
Beside a hat ;
Scent. 1 laic

cut,
Who thinks I

bare
This balf hour

Booted and spurr’d, to ride into the country. «s
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Hair. Pardon my ambition, @
Madam, I told you truth; I am a gentlemn.n,
And cannot fear that name is drown’d in my

Relation to my lord.
Cel. I dare not think so.
Hazr. From henceforth call my service duty,
That png s hend that betray’d me to yom-
Is doing penanoe for't.
Scent. Why may not L,
My lor begin & faahmn of no_ hau-

150 you sweat, S;
Not thh store, of nighteaps.

Be-enler S1r THOMAS and LApY BorNWELL.

Lady B. Heaven has dissolv'd the clouds
t hung upon

My eyes, and if you can with mercy meet 0

A penitent, I throw my own will o
d now in all things obey yours. M
Send back again to th’ college, and m;

To vhnt phce you 'll confine me.

now

Dearer
Thzn ever to my bosom, thou sha’t please s
Mo best to live at thy own choice. I did
But fright thee with a noise of my expenses ;
sums are safe, and we have wealth enough,
If yet we use it nobly. My lord — madam,
y honour us to-night.

ephew

'y B. I our presence, 41
And pardon, beg your p
Born. I know not how my Aretina
e coun

l(z’ be dispos’d to-morrow for
el. You must not go before yon have one
Me honour to accept an entertainment
‘Where I have power ; on those terms I 'm your
guest. o
Born. You grace us,
Lady B. [Aside.]
I feel a cure upon my soul, and promise
My after life to virtue. qu-don, Heaven,
My shame, yet hid from the world's eye.

Re-enter DECOY.

Dec. Sweet madam !
Lad‘vB Not for the world be seen ml

I'n vult you lt homo — [Aside.] But not to

What lhe expects : my counsel mly recover
her. [Exit DEcov.)

Re-enter KiCRsRAW.

Kick. Where ’s madam ? — Pray lend me a
little money,
%‘y. spirit has deceiv’d me ; Proserpine

brol]:ge her word. Do find

ou expect to s
The denl true to yon ? y
Kuck. Not too loud.

Lady B. 111 voioe it
Louder. to all the world, Yonr horrid sin,
Unleu you promn:le bnll:o:leb usly,

To Jurge your for y repentanoce, sir

é’ ’ﬁxen I’m undone. pe il

Not while I have power we
To enoourage you to virtue. I 'll endeavour
To find you out some nobler way at court,

To thrive in.
Ki Do 't and 1’1l forsake the devil,
And bnng my flesh to obedience. You shall
steer me.—
My lord, your servant.
You are brave again. «s
Kick. Madam, your pardon.
Born Your offence requires
Hnnnhty
Kick. Low as my heart.— Sir Thomas,
Il sup with yon. a part of satisfaction.
Born. Our_pleasures cool. Music | and when
our ladies
Are tir'd with active motion, to give 00
Them rest, in some new rapture to advance
Full mirth, our souls shall upmtold%lee
xeunt



Tax CARDINAL ! "Cause wo exprel
‘We do believe most of you, gentles
at this hour in
h you vouchsafe to lend
But keop your fnncy l;?:ye, yo
Pro"r- , 'tis no
Apoetlm- ludo-dyonrthun
Through subtle paths and working
And where your expectation does »
Ifthmp better, yet you may &
I will say nothing positive ; you ma
‘Think what you ;s wecall it!
Whether the com: Ml-o.

or direful tncedy

‘The bill &mmmu not; and w
Persuaded, I would have 't a Come«
For all the purple in the name and |
gf him witlhi‘:eﬁ'm it; but 'tis lcf;g

et you, ere yon see if
What the author, and he blusht too,
tgln with his own, (for't had
ongnﬁ to build his wit a ryw
Mpon another s wounded fame,) this
xg ht rival with his best, and dar’d
th, I am out: he said no more. )
Wluu 't’s done, may say your pleas

ACT I 1 Lord. Sis
Ant. Your
[Scxxe 1.]1 1 Lo;d Ho
Ent - er ma
er two Lorrg;]:]t’o:le ,ﬂm secretary [AX- | p d:{.,.yom
1 Lord. Who is that ? left he
2 Lord, Theodnohu-’ secretary. At2'el..w§ft
1 An apartment in the palace. bride.
3 In lm:ll‘ecﬂonl and wmm An-

























838 JAMES SHIRLEY - mi
ﬁpdh-..'ith Nebility, Eke pistures
Duch. " This comparison, Y *T is when you sst their tomgues, =
k'l XAy ot -
from an even justics ; it betrays us\ Like clocks, te strike at the just hewr yu
You partial where your blood runs. p please. >
Car. I fear, madam, | Leave, leave, my lord, thess weurpations,
;:lftoﬂue—?:dnnﬂymﬁn Notll: q-“b!dki-' . b
Because Alvares has a softer cheek, Iaoko-m-m'l'ou&.

Take heed, common murmur, whes it
catches ™
Tho“tdnlmhnlo’— tord ol ?
It stands upon an innocence as
As the devotions you to Heaven.
Ilhllnotnmy your soft indulgence
At my next
Car. You are a fine eourt lady | me
Duch. And you should be a reverend church-
man,

Car. One
That, if have not thrown off modesty,
Wo:]d ez:'i-d;;lto_l-vouvm !
Duch *Cause

You dare do worse than marriage, must not
B:uadmitted what the church nn(;n law allows

Car"Tesolent ! Then you dare marry him? -
ar. Insolent ! en you im
Duch. v Dare
Let your contracted flame and malice, with
Columbo’s rage, higher than that, meet us
Whunhwed approach the holy place, clasp'd

an
In lun‘cii we 'll break through all your force, and
x 1%

Our sacred vows together there.
Car. knew
VVhen,f with as chaste a brow, you promis’d
air

To another. You are no dissembling lady !
Duch. Would all your actions had no falser

lights
About 'em | 18
Car. Ha!
Duch. The people would not talk, and curse
s0 loud.

Car, 1'll have you chid into a blush for this,
Duch. Begin at home, great man, there ’s
cause enough :
You turn the wrong end of the perspective ! 10
Upon your crimes, to drive them to a far
And lesser sight ; but let your exoo look right
What giants would your pride and surfeit seem |
How glrou' your avarice, eating up whole fami-
ies
How vast are your corruptions and abuse 1
' Of the king's ear! at which you hang a pen-

1
i

ant,
Not to adorn, but ulcerate, while the honest

1 Here, a telescope.

Car. You dare presume, =
Ia o 1oy whem 0 2oy o e i
Duch. Alss, you give falss aim, my Jerd ; 't
Ambition and scarlet sins, that rob
Her altar of the and leave wounds
Umhhv';'ﬂmgﬁddﬂr
ness
Into her cheeks, making her troubled bosom
Pant with her groams, and shroud her hely

bl
Within your reverend
Car. mnow take bresth?
Dle:;lflnhqn.ny , you will behold yess
In a true glass, those injust acts =

Prevent 2 nluul ore

Do erowd and for justioe ; I take l-n.m
Car.- This woman has a spirit, that may rise

To tame the devil’s: there ’s no dealing with

Her angry tongue ; ’t is action and revenge n

Must her fury. Were Columbo bere,

I could resolve ; but letters shall be sent

To th’ army, which may wake him into sease

Of his rash folly, or direct his spirit L]

from this

Some way to snatch his honour
me.
All great men know the soul oflifeiafunem
ACT 111
[Scexe 1.)3
Enter VALERIA and CELINDA.

Val. 1 did not think, Celinda, when I prais'd
Alvarez to the duchess, that things thus
your :andyinp'

Would come about. What does
Think of Columbo now ? It staggers
The court, he should forsake his mistress; I
AIE lost with wonder yet. "Tia
({9 '.l, *‘u"
Without a spell ; but there 's a fate in love; —
1 like him ne’er the,worse.
Enter two Lords.
1 Lord. !Notlling but marriages and trimnph
now
Val. What new access of joy makes you, =y
»

0 4 ]
So pleasant ?

$ Apparently, an allusion to the Puritans.
luwzhﬁ.m.

A 3
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plase fer but where

S e A

ﬂ%—ﬂwmb*-

And you foel my -

ey sme shart peager mave for that.

P pemcm

my K
Nea 'ﬁh -,?m .
Contain =

Colum. 1 must be damb then. s hon-
our, *

And of ki when

'hohi.‘--’mud—? -y

curities [
Are bleeding, you can cherish ; but when onece
Yo-rn:te“nndmumhn,mthmhu

‘To use their surgery agai
'l'b-noﬁ audhttbemhncmdutym

Ormkondmhhukforpcy.
King. olnce:_-

We diongbt toluve t your vie merits

})l;" with Al L ; death, ev‘:ll'lyleli while
mercy was to jndge. been your safety ;

But the affront to us, made gmtcry‘l’)

Tlnslboldnes to upbraid our royal bonnty, "

Shall tame, or make you nothing.

Lord. Excellent !

Hfr The Cardinal is not plen'd
To th’ king. Humble

Colum And beg my life? Let cowards

Thltdm not die ; I'1l rather have no head e
Than owe it to his charity.
King. To th’ castle with him | —
[CoLumBo is led off by the Guard.]
Madam, I leave you to your grief, and what
The k mgculmompmewyourmmwhon-
Of deul lord, expect.
Bud. Thu shows like justice. Ezeunt.
3 Formal fustice.

Fousay, my

1 Lord. not ible
Shemfmdumnr.llohuv'd
chn.

Her. so did I, my lord ;
Andxfthqbemhuut.'t-&obo
Half damn’d, to look upon & woman weeping. s
Whudo;outhnkthecndml said his peay-

%I IH not. of charity!

er. eaven ive my want

Bnt.dlvmmhﬁ.rm. o-bon)dlnn

No time to pray ; his Lif be no sacrifies,

Unk.ll-mlmtm.
1 Lord. That were too mech. »

Ha Wbenmnunwdnpnahhm,y-

Timeforeonfe-:on ﬂlqlnvemxnrdnl
After another rate.

2 Lord. Yonmhomto.m
Enter CoLtmso, Colonels, AvLruoxso, esd
Courtiers. They pass over the stage.
Her. How the gay men do flutter, hen»

ngaoldollvary! There ’s one homest man:
ty't-lplhatf ow should
o-hnnl hkpnfmt!

1 Lord. Except this vuponAlvu-.
Col bo h: mighty stain u him ;
ot Tor his ahele 3! tY #tain npon

If I had a som

Her.
MMmymoﬂhtwoddmtw'ﬂ

3 An spartment in the palace.
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Cd. This will sppear an unexampled eruelty. hasgespas’d ssstasumivel,
Colum. Your pardon, madam ; rage, my | it consenn sy dend Jemll.

Net wio took away my eyes. You are ® So much of your Alvanes in & -

A lady, this not werth your ; e _—-fhk |

One of 00 s making, and eo thi 1 come te chide you, rupant Sy !

An setams is of too great a value ()—'d,—-'-_,h—{

To pisy, whish shall be soonest lost i’ th’ air. » | And spend so many heuss in naloed B ]

;
|

is this & woman !

el. m, | scorn any accuser ;
Deducting the great title of a duchess,
1 shall not one grain of your dear honour
To me make full weight : if your grace be jeal-
ous, 11
Sho & Exzit.
is gone.
Duch, Prithee remove
My fears of her return. [Ezit ANT.] —She is
not worth
Considering ; my anger ’s mounted higher.
He need not put in caution for my next .
Marriage, — Alvarez, I must come to thee,
Thy virgin wife, and widow ; but not till
I ha’ paid those tragic duties to thy hearse
my piety and love. But how ?
‘Who shall instruct a way ?

Enter PLACENTIA,

Pla. Madam, Don 1
Hernando much desires to speak with you.

Duch. Willnot thy own discretion think I am
Uri_l,ilt for visit ? Pl be bet

a. ease your grace, he brings

Something, he says, im our ear, and love
Of the desd lord. Alvarer. .

Duch, Then admit him, [ Ezit PLACENTIA.] 115

Enter [PLACENTIA with] HERNANDO.

Her. 1 would speak, madam, to yourself.
Duch. Your absence. [Erit su\cxx'ru.]
Her. I know not how your e will censure so
Much boldness, when ‘you know the affairs I
come for.
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Desire to sacrifice to that hovering ghost

Columbo's life, that I am not ambitioas

To keep my own two minutes after it.
Her.lmonvilledlmeo'ud,'hié'

And all the destinies must aid. 1 beg
That I may kiss your hand for this; and may
Th of bhonour guide it

Duch.
Her. ‘To Don Colambo’s heart.
Duch. It is too weak, I fear, alone.
Her. Alone? Are youin earnest? Why, will
it not
Be a dishonour to justice, madam,
Another arm lhonid interpose? Butthat =
It were a saucy act to mingle with you,
1 durst, nay, I am bound in the revenge .
Of him that ’s dead, (since the whole world bes
interest
In every good man’s loss,) to offer it.
Dare yon oo me, ?
. Not command ; =
IBut 1 .h‘:l‘:ld :lnore than honour n;l: ao&hﬁ
n man, t durst, sgainst so mig]
Appear Alvares’ friend, and min..u'l'h- Car

dinal —
Her. Is for the second course ; Columbo mant
Be first cut up; his must lead the
. »

Let him die first.
D But how ?

A
Her. How! with & sword ; and, if 1 usde
{ B
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of 1616 is still under discussion; but recent tends to the view that, exospt for a fow
lines, the additions may well be the work of mmmmmwry
in 1602 for this purpose. Marlowe'’s know of the Faust
bueh.pnblhhdnl‘nnmby.lmsp in 1587, which he probably knew threugh an Eagihh

none with any claim to authority. The question of the authorship of ﬂnmhm
Heumslows

|

THE JEW OF MALTA

ing robnn-yifm. it is nﬂnt vun: BEW. IM
on '."-'3 .
about 1880. On 7, it was en on 3 ' bat
dﬁ"’m’wmwummm-mm quarto which is thus our sole :
ﬁom&h‘uhm%hﬁ:nwhhhln‘ﬂon ot dahh% knowa. s
(llxlmt.h-osnmry Jow, lhh-m.“w‘h'o is mentioned by & number 3
mﬂuunbﬁ?mndmmhnw suggestions.
formanoces before June 21, 1088, ¢ s 7 Lo
EDWARD 11
mnu&nmmmmqmmmmn“h-
'Won.luly lmmwhdhun on the for some time; and & b
probable that it was first produced in or 1902 No in is axtant, and the eaziiest
to 1504, On%b#dm prints, the t text is based. Osher
editions lowedt?. 1612, and 1023, 's main source for the basis of the plag ws

In the four wm%mmudmmwﬂuhumm

THE SPANISH TRAGEDY

The most definite indication of the date of this, ong of the most popular of all Elizabethan plays, is
found in an allusion in the Induction to Ben J s Barthol Fair (1614), where 1t seems
be implied that The Spanish Trugedy was then twenty-five or thirty years old. This gives us the years
lm—asnllmlts;an the ab of any ref to the Arm: in a play laid 8 . has Jed
critics to place it before 1588. The year 1586 may, perhape, be fairly conjectured as ng wi
year of the date of composition. In'1592 it was being successfully performed; and on October 6 of
it was entered for publication. The first edition bas disapp entirely; and the earlies
E an undated quarto in the British Museum. Other quartos appeared in and 1599; and in the
tion of 1602 are first found the gdditions made to the play by Banon;gE,_ and included in the
quartos of 1610, 1615, 1618, 1623, ana 1633. The present text is based on the B. M. quarto for Kyd's
of the play, and on that of 1602 for the additions, which are pointed out in the foot-notes; and I
availed myself of the collations of both Manly and Boas. All the early editions are anonymous;
5“ ucrll 1tzl‘on of the play to Kyd is made on the authority of a passage in Heywood’s Apology
lctors, 1612

H

Emi.

Tk

BUSSY D’AMBOIS

The first ti‘nam of Bussy I’ Ambois appeared in 1607, and a second in 1608. In 1641 lthkll@l
appeared, which claimed to be * much corrected and amended kK the author before hhdun} and
this was reinsned in 1646 and 1657. The present text is based on 's reprint of the }um )" %
The date of the production of the play is uncertain. Certain entries in Henslowe's JXary »
1508, but if the};l;y was on the stage as early as this, it must have been revised before its pul
in 1607. Bussy 1)’ Ambois belongs to the group of Chapman'’s plays dealing with almost contempersy
French politics. D’Ambois himself was born in 1549, and was murdered Monsoreau’s retainers B
1579. The earliest extant accounts of his career are later in date than the play, and the precise soures
of Chapman’s information have not been found. But from the later desc! 8 it is clear that
the action of the play, and the view given of the hero’s character, are substantially historical.

EVERY MAN IN HIS HUMOUR

‘This play, the firat example of the * dy of humours,’”’ was 'ormed in 1508 with great
It was published in quarto in 1601, and in this version the charac! bear Italian names, and the
fslaid in Italy. It was revised about 1606, and this second version, with the names and scene made
lish and with many other changes, was published in the folio of 1616. The present text is based
om the folio. The plot, which seems to have been entirely of Jonson’s invention, is comnstructed
:_‘mvhmmmn classical standards of comedy, which Jonson sought to uphold against the

cense.

il
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THE LADY OF PLEASURE

The Lady blished inqnmhlm.lndm t text is based om a copy of
this edition l%'thelhrurd B“ Thophy.sfood example of loy’l of manners, was

roduced in 1635. Nolourcohu or the plot. Like Fletcher’s Wi Chase, this
gpo of Shirley’s comedies is hnpornn: in measuring the approach made toward the Restoratio
comedy before the Puritan Revolution.

THE CARDINAL

This Shirley as hh h and in fact no unworthy close & vei

ume represen ng:::dodmby of t.hhn't lﬁ .gxumw a volmne of 8ix New Plnw Kl 1653, the date ea

the tmo-p-ge o{‘l'lw LY this octavo in the '"“Qh e

sent text is & wu in 1641, an thnl to the luc tow months before the

theatres were closed by the Long Parliament. it is probable tha Webner‘s Mm Malp afiorded

more than asuggutlon for the plot. t otherwise no source has been was populer
both on its firs! whenttwunvlvedmm
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Robert Greene.” Following his own wish, the shoemaker’s wife crowned his head with a gariand of
bay.

l{n spite of the self-confessed wickedness of his ways, Greene was not a hardened criminal, and »e
themes are more frequent in his tracts than moral exhortation and repentance. It is further notable
that his work is freer from grossness than that of most of his contemporary playwrights, and be is
distinguished for the freshness and purity of his female creations. He seems also, to judge from his
plays, to have retained a love for the country, where he often chose to lay his scenes; and he raaks
high among the lyrists of the time. The vivacity and variety of his humor are well oxunpuﬂod in the
play here printed.

CHRISTOPHER MARLOWE

Christopher Marlowe was the eldest son of a substantial burgess of Canterbury, and he was born fa
that city on February 6, 1564. He entered the King's School in January, 157, and two years later be-
came a scholar of Corpus Christi College, Camnbridge, whence he graduated B. A. in 1584, and M. A.is
1587. As Tamburlaine was acted in that year, it appears that Marlowe’s academic and his literary life
overlapped. Little is certainly known of his later life, apart from the production of his plays asd
poems. He belonged to a circle of which Sir Walter Raleigh was the centre, and which contained
men like the Earl of Oxford, and Harriot, the mathematician. These men seem to have engaged ia
scientific and theological speculation, and were suspected of atheism by the narrower spirits of the
time. This connection was probably the basis for certain extreme charges made against Marlowe after
his death; but there is little evidence worthy of consideration. Even the documents connected with
Kyd, in which that author seeks to save his own reputation for orthodoxy at Marlowe’s expense, sre
under suspicion in point of genuineness. Marlowe died by the hand of a certain Francis Archer, at
Deptford, in 1693, but the circu are ol re. The later reports, such as that according to
which he was stabbed by a serving man in a brawl over a mistress, are inconsistent with one anotber,
and are little worthy of credit. The prevailing impression of the dissoluteness of Marlowe’s life is
not based on substantial evidence such as we have, for example, in the case of Greene.

No such uncertainty as surrounds his character and career attaches to the quality of his work. Bora
in the same year as Shakespeare, he left behind him at twenty-nine work which far surpasses asy-
thing his great contemporary bad written by that time. In the vastness and intensity of his imagins
tion, the splendid dignity of his verse, and the dazzling brilliance of his poetry at its best, Marlowe
exhibited the greatest genius that had so far appeared in the Lnglish drama.

THOMAS KYD

The date of Kyd's birth may with practical certainty be placed in 1558. His father was a London
scrivener, and the son was educated at Merchant Taylors’ School, which he entered in 1565. Mulcaster
was then headmaster, and Edmund Spenser was among his schoolfellows. He does not seem to have
attended a university. A habit of anonymity has thrown a cloud over the extent of Kyd's literary ac-
tivity, and the list of his plays and translations has been compiled with difficulty and much less than
complete certainty. His fame depends upon The Sparish Tragedy, and upon the importance of hs
contribution to the Senecan tragedy of revenge in this play and probably in the lost pre-Shakespear
ean famlet, which is now usually ascribed to him.

The later years of his life seem to have been unfortunate, and he was arrested on charges of sedition
and atheism in 1593. From the latter he sought, if the letter to Puckering (Boas, p. cviii.) is genuine,
to clear himself by ascribing the ownership of the incriminating documents to the dead Marlowe, and
he endeavored to minimise the closeness of his intimacy with his great contemporary. These charges.
it appears, lost him his patron, and perhaps in some degree his theatrical popularity. He died in
1504,

Kyd seems to have been a man of gloomy temperament, and the vividness and intensity with
which he presents in his work the darker sides of human nature and experience are probably in some
degree the outcome of his own disposition. In spite of tendencies to melodrama that, to the modern
taste, border on the Judicrous, Kyd rises at times to the utterance of genuine passion, and even bis
sensationalism is frequently impressive. But his historical importance in the development of the type
of tragedy of which Hanlet is the cliinax must be granted to be greater than his intrinsic value.

GEORGE CHAPMAN

George Chapman was born in Hitchin, Hertfordshire, in 1557 or 1559, and was educat ed at Oxford.
and perhaps also at Cambridgze. His earliest extant work is The Shadow of Night (15 \), which was
followed in 1595 by Orvid's Banquet of Sense, The Amorons Zodiae, and other poems, w orks curions'y
obscure and contorted in style, though containing distinguished passages. In 1598, b o finished Mar-
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his plays of more or less veiled allusions to political persomages and
buried in 8t. Saviour's, Southwark, in the same grave, it is said by €

Massinger’s great merit lies in his masterly conduct of plot. His
what conventional type, his pictures of passion tend to sheer exten
has in it something mechanioal. llunnohonndql-t.htﬂ
remote from life. Yet so skillful was be in the maaipuiation of
attention without dificulty; and in the peesent mﬁhm hq
hlpmundmoﬂbnnlnchmnd.mw didectiel
on the stage almost down to modern times.

JOHN FORD

John Ford was born at llsington in Devonshire in April, 1890, of g
entered Exetor College, Oxford, in 1601; bat if this was our Ford, ki
member of the Middle Temple in November, 1602. Of the rest of his

exoept the names of to whom he dedicated his plays and vers
Hoation of his last play in 1600. He seems to have beem a msn of &
ment, independent in his towards the public tasts, and ¢

causes.

Ford's dramas show a tendency to deal with filicit and evea incestt
dramatist frequently creating strong sympathy for the tempted and ¢
tion of guilt open. This, along with his fondness for the theatrical
his being frequently chosen as an example of the decadsncs of tha
denled; but in spite of these defects, ho shows a power of insight int
writes at times poetry of such beauty and tenderness, that he remah
terest as well as historical importance.

JAMES SHIRLEY

James Shirley, often called * the last of the Elizahethans,” was born
and was educated at Merchant Taylors' School and 8t. John's College,
erine Hall, Cambridge, whence he graduated. About 1619 he took ord
Albans, Hertfordshire; but resigned to enter the church of Rome, a1
bana grammar school in 1623. His first play was licensed in 1625, and
of the theatres he devoted himself to the writing of plays and masque:
and the patronage of the court. With the outbreak of the Civil War, {
Earl of Newoastle, to the fleld; hut after Marston Moor he returne<
his earlier writings. and resumned teaching. Some of his plays were re1
wrote no more. He and his second wife were driven from their hon
and both died from shock on the same day.

Shirley wrote many non-dramatic poems, graceful enough but conw
to-day. Out of nearly forty dramas, seven are tragedies, the rest chiefl)
dies of manners. He was a careful atudent of the work of bis predeces
of their dramatic effects with skill. He had a distinct comic gift, a1
judged by The Cardinal. With Rhirley, more than with any of his fell
disadvantage of coming so late in the development of this phase of
conception seems almoat impossible. That he is still able to amuse ané
menta is proof of his capacity as a literary workman; and he should n¢
passages where he displays touches of imagination all his own.
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